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Summary


In which Percy is on a Zoom call with his students and Annabeth interrupts


Notes


Before anyone asks, I am also on Wattpad, and yes I am the same person who originally posted these one-shots(@Pessimistic_Writer1)


Percy logged onto his zoom meeting with his students five minutes early. He’d wanted to make sure he was there to greet students.


That didn’t happen.


Instead, he ended up being five minutes late because he almost started a fire in the microwave when he forgot to take the wrapper off of a pop tart.


“Hey, guys. Sorry, I’m late; had a kitchen disaster. How’s everyone today?” he asked his sixth-grade students.


Only a few answered. “Good,”
“Great. Before we get started, I want to make sure everyone still has wifi at home that’s working fine.”


No one said a word.


“Okay, then. Can everyone pull up chapter four, lesson four in their science textbooks?” Everyone groaned.


“Why do we have to learn about sex, Mr. Jackson?” asked a girl with long black hair named Selina.


“We aren’t learning about sex specifically,” Percy rolled his eyes. “We are talking about the science behind sexual reproduction.”


“So how a guy sticks his-” a boy with curly red hair named Conner smirked.


“Don’t finish that sentence, Conner.” He warned.


“Sorry, Mr. Jackson.” Conner wasn’t sorry in the least.


“So getting on with our lesson, let’s have a review. Can anyone tell me what needs to happen in order for a zygote cell to form?”


Percy’s wife, Annabeth walked up behind him.


“I’ve got this one,” she smirked. “Your sperm needs to work harder.”


Everyone burst out laughing, including Percy.


“Ooh, y’all getting frisky!” Conner wiggled his eyebrows. Percy rolled his eyes, kicking him out of the Zoom meeting.


 


Hours later, when both adults were done with work and meetings, they cuddled up on the couch.


“You just had to be right there when I asked that question?” Percy asked, burying his head in the crook of Annabeth’s neck.


“Yup,” she popped the ‘p'.


“Why did I ask you to marry me?”


“Because you love me with all your heart, and now you’re stuck with me because I said yes. Oh, and you’ve got to keep a little room in your heart for the baby.”


Percy froze. “What?”


“You heard me,” Annabeth grinned. “I’m pregnant.”


He smiled wider than he ever had before, pulling Annabeth in for a passionate kiss. “I guess my sperm did work a little harder, didn’t it?”


Annabeth threw her head back, laughing. “It sure did.”
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Summary


In which Annabeth spies the Kiss Cam at a Yankees game


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
No matter the dangers of the world outside Camp Half-Blood, Percy and Annabeth always managed to slip in a few dates per month. This particular date was late in May and the two demigods were going to a Yankees game.


“What were our seats again?” Percy asked Annabeth.


She looked down at their tickets, “Section eleven row eleven.”


“So...somewhere up there?”


“Mhm,” they began to walk up the stairs to section eleven. After a few minutes of roaming, they found their seats and got settled in. Annabeth put on her Yankees cap(which still wasn’t working properly) and leaned her head in Percy’s shoulder.


“It’s been so long since we have gone somewhere, just the two of us, only to be together and have a good time.”


“Months, really,” Percy answered. “But even if we don’t get out as often as we want to, it makes it ten times more special.”


Annabeth smiled, “Now we sound like an old married couple.”


“I wouldn’t mind that,”


Percy’s comment made Annabeth blush. She agreed with him. After all the couple had been through, being old and married together would be like a vacation.


“Why aren’t people here? It’s only us, a few cardboard cutouts, and some random people across the stadium.” Percy wondered aloud.


“Stadiums are still cautious about covid. I guess once they opened up to half capacity covid cases rose rapidly, so now they are back to this.”


“So we get the best view ever because we are awesome?”


“Precisely,” said Annabeth. “Oh, the players are coming out onto the field!”


 


By the end of the first inning, Percy and Annabeth were drunk on laughter. Percy had told her about a guest speaker that had come into his class in fifth grade. The guy was dressed up as the sun and selected a few people to be the planets. Percy hadn’t been selected, but it was hilarious to watch the kids bump into each other as they spun and walked in circles.


“Did he ever come back?”


“No,” he said sadly.


Annabeth looked out at the field and noticed a huge screen, as well as a drone flying in front of them.


She gave him a soft kiss.


“What was that for?” Percy asked, smiling.


“Kiss Cam,” she pointed at the drone. “Also because I love you.”


“I love you too, Wise Girl.” he kissed her forehead. “But that wasn’t for the Kiss Cam. That was just for us.”


End Notes


I do post this on Wattpad under the same username in case anyone worries about Copywrite.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
































Road Trip
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/31832875.


Rating:
Teen And Up Audiences
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Percy Jackson and the Olympians - Rick Riordan
Relationship:
Annabeth Chase/Percy Jackson, Nico di Angelo/Thalia Grace, Annabeth Chase & Thalia Grace, Annabeth Chase & Percy Jackson & Grover Underwood, Annabeth Chase & Grover Underwood, Annabeth Chase/Nico di Angelo, Nico di Angelo & Percy Jackson, Nico di Angelo/Grover Underwood, Thalia Grace & Percy Jackson, Thalia Grace & Grover Underwood
Character:
Annabeth Chase (Percy Jackson), Percy Jackson, Grover Underwood, Nico di Angelo, Thalia Grace
Additional Tags:
Fluff, Fluff and Humor, Idiots in Love, Dorks in Love, True Love, Love, Cute, adorableness, Tooth-Rotting Fluff, i cant even, I just cant, the fluff, i love it
Language:
English
Series:
Part 3 of PJO One-Shots
Collections:
percabeth <3
Stats:
Published: 2021-06-09 Words: 1,002 Chapters: 1/1
Road Trip
by trash_writer_kenzie
Summary


In which Percy and Annabeth are on a Road Trip when they meet up with some friends in Maine


Notes


I also post these to Wattpad so please don't tell me on either platform that I am copying someone else's work, thanks!


See the end of the work for more notes
In Annabeth’s mind, almost nothing was better than travel, but something about Percy being there made it ten times better. On this particular occasion, they were on a road trip around the border of the United States. They started in California and were working their way north. Now, they are in Maine after two weeks of traveling.


“Okay, Perce, slow the hell down.” Annabeth said from the passenger side of their minivan.


“Would you like to drive? Because I know you are ten times worse than me,”


“Gladly, if it means not going ninety when you are supposed to be going seventy-five!”


Percy rolled his eyes and said, “Playlist,”


The two had made a playlist of their favorite music to put on whenever they began to argue. As soon as the first song came on, Thanks For the Memories , they couldn’t help but sing along.


Thanks for the memories
Even though they weren’t so great
He tastes like you only sweeter
One night, yeah, one more time
Thanks for the memories


Both were horrid singers, but that was the fun of it.


“Oh, there’s a couple of hitchhikers on the side of the road.” Annabeth pointed out a group of one woman and two men.


“Should we give them a ride? They look kind of sketchy, and one of them is drinking.”


“That’s a soda, Percy. Yes, we should give them a ride! Do you see how tired they look?”


Percy laughed. “Okay, okay” he pulled over on the side of the road and opened his window.


“Hey, do you guys—“ he stopped, then smiled. “Grover, Nico, and Thalia. What the hell are you guys doing on the side of the ninety-five?”


“This is a good can,” Grover said. “You guys are going on a road trip without me?”


“Yes, you said you couldn’t come because Apollo was buying you enchiladas or something.” Annabeth said. “Now get in. We are about thirty miles away from Augusta.”


As soon as everyone was settled and they were back on the road, the music began again.


Cross my heart and hope to die
Burn my lungs and curse my eyes
I’ve lost control and I don’t want it back
I’m going numb and I’ve been hijacked
It’s a fucking drag


“Being twenty seven sucks. I’m almost thirty and still doing the gods’ bidding.” Thalia complained. “Nothing is fun anymore. You guys are lucky. You are young!”


“I’m forty five, stop complaining, Pinecone Face.” Grover took a bit out of a fresh can.


“You child, I’m over one-hundred.” Nico grumbled.


“Y’all are weird. Normal age isn’t even a thing anymore. Thalia was a tree for seven years, Grover is just slow, and Nico was in a gaming coma for eighty years.” Annabeth laughed.


“Are we there yet?” Whined Thalia.


“No, ten more miles.”


“But I have to pee.”


“Can you hold it?” Asked Percy.


“Ew, you’re such a dad.”


That made Percy blush. “Wha-no. Kids are nasty and sticky and they pee everywhere.”


“So gross,” Annabeth agreed.


“Didn’t you guys want kids, though?” Nico asked.


“No, not for like, ten more years.” Annabeth said. “When I get over my fear of puke, we will have kids.”


“When pigs fly,” Thalia rolled her eyes.


“That’s already happened, Thals.” Grover poked her. She smacked his finger away, which made him cry a little.


“Where do you guys need to go, anyway?”


“The State Legislator Office.” Said Nico.


“Can we drop you off a block away?”


“Sure. At a gas station, preferably,” Thalia wiggled, trying not to pee herself.


“Great, I need to pee too.” Annabeth said.


 


A little while later, they were at a gas station about a mile away from the State Legislator Office. There was a considerably long line for the bathrooms, like the world was against their peeing needs.


“Who is taking so long in the bathroom?” Thalia complained.


“Be nice, Pinecone Face. It could be some ninety-year-old woman who is having troubles.”


 


At long last, everyone was finished with the bathrooms and they were saying their goodbyes.


“I wish we could get enchiladas together.” Grover sighed sadly.


“You guys have a quest, we aren’t going to distract you from that.” Annabeth said.


“Suit yourself,” he shrugged.


“You guys have a good road trip...you need a break.” Nico said.


“As if you don’t need one,” Percy rolled his eyes. “When you finish this quest, do me a favor and take a nap.”


Nico cracked a small smile. “Fine.”


“Thalia...just keep these to knuckle-heads in order.” Annabeth grinned.


“Oh, as if you two are completely sorted out.” Grover rolled his eyes.


“I designed a house that we can build in what, fifteen years?” Annabeth grinned.


“Sure, let’s go with fifteen years,” Percy smirked.


“But you can afford a road trip?”


“Why do you think we can’t afford a house?” Annabeth broke into laughter, the rest joining along.


Once the laughter had died down, Thalia cleared her throat. “We had better get going. Love you guys.”


“Love you,” the two groups walked their separate ways.


 


After a few hours, when Annabeth was driving again, and Percy was curled up in the passenger seat sleeping, it was peaceful.


She couldn’t help but think about the first time she’d really noticed Percy–her boyfriend. Nearly twelve years ago, she had taken care of him in the infirmary at camp half-blood and commented on how he drooled in his sleep. To this day, Percy still does. There was a string of drool dripping out of his mouth, which she couldn’t help but find adorable.
“That’s why I love you,” she whispered to him. “Amongst other things, of course. There is the way you scratch the back of your head when you are nervous, the way you hold me when the nightmares get bad, and the way you are so selfless and brave, willing to do anything for me.” Annabeth was positive he heard her, because he smiled in his sleep, just slightly.


“I love you more, Wise Girl.”


End Notes
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Summary


In a world where you can't see color until you get to know your soulmate


or


Percy and Annabeth meet in a coffee shop and decide to become friends


Notes


I have been working on this since MAY, and it is finally here! I loved writing this so so much. I really can't believe how long it took me, though(SEVEN MONTHS!)


Just a reminder that I also post to Wattpad under the same username and this is my own plotline.


In a world where you don’t see color until you get to know your soulmate


 


“I am tired of being color blind,” Hazel said, crossing her arms across her chest. “I can’t even tell what color shirt I’m wearing. For all I know, it could be mustard yellow.”


Annabeth laughed. “I don’t mind it. It’s kind of like always living in an old-timey sitcom.”


“Sure,” Hazel took a sip of her coffee. “See if you're still thinking like that after Nico gets you a Rubix cube as a gag gift.”


“Hey, at least he got a sense of humor when he met Will.”


“Yeah, but he doesn’t even like seeing color! His favorite color is black.”


Annabeth rolled her eyes, “Black is nice,”


“Only you, Annie!”


“Call me Annie and you won’t even get to see black.” Hazel guffawed as Annabeth threatened her.


“I’m fucking tired!” The two women looked up as Nico slid in the chair next to Hazel and Will next to Annabeth.


“Maybe next time don’t stay up until four in the morning playing Animal Crossing!” Will ruffled his boyfriend’s messy black hair.


Nico was a twenty-three-year-old man who reminded Annabeth of a bat. He stayed up all night and slept half the day, always cranky if he had to get up any sooner than ten am.


Will, on the other hand, could light up an entire room. He seemed to radiate light and warmth. Never once had she seen him get truly angry with anyone.


“Nico? Playing such a cheerful game as Animal Crossing?” Hazel teased her half-brother. “I expected Doom or Hades.”


“Doom is boring,” Nico said. “And I’ve never even heard of Hades.”


“He also has played most of The Legend of Zelda games.”


“They are fun!”


“Moving on,” Annabeth said, “Video games and garlic knots are my favorite.”


Hazel raised her left eyebrow, “What kind of garlic knots?”w


“The kind that you get from Dominos that have butter all over the box.”


“You are my soulmate, I might just be really colorblind!” Will laughed, shaking his head.


“That’s not how the system works. No one is actually color blind. The way I think about it, you can’t see color because the world lights up with love and joy when you meet your soulmate. You just feel empty without them, so you can’t see the world in its true beauty.”


“Only you would say something that heartfelt, Will.” Nico smiled shyly at his boyfriend.


Hazel drank the last drop of her latte.


“I need more coffee. Maybe I’ll get to talk to the cute barista while I’m up there!”


“Sure, Hazelnut. A guy who is at least four years older than you?” Nico rolled his eyes.


“Thalia is six years older than Reyna?” Annabeth pointed out.


“Age doesn’t really matter. If you are soulmates, you love each other and are meant to be together.” Will said.


“Why are you so philosophical today?” Nico pondered.


“I...I just...something good is going to happen today.”


“So, that barista was not my soulmate. He’s a jackass.” Hazel sat down grumpily. “He’s super cocky and arrogant and just…Ugh!” she slammed her coffee cup down on the table making it slosh around and spill a few drops on the table.


“Chill, babe,” Annabeth wiped up the spilled coffee as Hazel brushed her curly mass of hair out of her eyes. “He can’t be that bad.”


“Fine! You go talk to him. Get to know him, for all I care. Become best friends, but I still don’t like him.”


“Okay,” Annabeth got up and walked to the counter where the barista – Percy, was working. The shop was fairly empty, so she didn’t have to worry about holding up a line.


“Can I help you?” He asked.


“Yeah, actually. When do you get off your shift?”


“Half an hour, why?”


“You seemed like you were having a bad day and needed a person to hang out with,” Annabeth smiles at him.


“Yeah...no. I have no idea who you are.”


“I’m Annabeth Chase, 5 feet nine inches, fresh graduate of college looking for a life.”


“That doesn’t count,” Percy said, leaning against the counter.


“What do you mean?”


“I mean,” he put his elbows on the counter and leaned towards her, “you can tell me all about you, but I still won’t know you .”


“Then let’s sit down after your shift and get to know each other, so you can say you know me.” Annabeth furrowed her eyebrows.


“Yeah. How many other people have come in here looking for their soulmate trying to get to know me, huh? Your friend over there has already tried.”


“Oh, Hazel? She’s tired of being colorblind. She will go up to any cute guy and ask to get to know them.”


“What’s so bad about being color blind? I don’t mind it.” Percy said.


“Neither do I. I kinda like not knowing what the fuss about blue and pink is.”


“I only like blue because it sounds cool. Red sounds like an awful color, only three letters and kind of aggressive.”


“I love the sound of red!” Annabeth argued.


“Then I’ll get a box of food coloring and you can make some red pancakes.


“I can’t see red, you idiot.”


“Then why don’t you just agree that blue sounds like the best color ever and leave me alone.”


“No,” she persisted.


“If you admit that blue is the best, we can talk when my shift ends in…” he checked the clock hanging on the wall, “ten minutes.”


Annabeth paused. She really wanted to get to know this man. He seemed pretty okay under his annoying, arrogant surface.


“Fine. Blue is the best sounding color in the world and deserves a blue first-prize ribbon. Happy?”


He rolled his eyes sarcastically. “Very. Now can I do my job?”


“I was never stopping you,” Annabeth grinned.


“Asshole,” Percy muttered


“I heard that you douche.”


“Bitch,”


“Bastard,”


“Arschloch,”


“That’s just ‘asshole’ in German, you turd.” 


That made Percy raise an eyebrow. “You read ‘The Book Thief’ didn’t you?”


“Turd,” Annabeth walked back to her group of friends.


“Isn’t he a jerk?” Hazel asked.


“Oh, yeah. He’s growing on me, though.”


“I can’t believe you called him a turd,” Nico laughed. He shook his head at her. “You, my dear friend, are skilled in the arts of insults.”


“I guess that’s what happens to you when all you can hear your entire childhood is two adults throwing insults.”


“Okay, Annabeth. We’ve heard all about your parent’s awful divorce when you were ten. Let it go.” Nico said.


“Be sensitive, baby.” Will combed his hands through Nico’s hair.


“No,”


“We should get going, Beth. I need to go watch Fifty First Dates.” Hazel got up from the table.


“You go ahead...I’ll be there in an hour or two?”


Hazel smirked, looked over at Percy, then back at Annabeth.


“Okay, see you in a while,” her three friends left, and Annabeth walked back up to the counter. There was hardly anyone in the cafe—a few customers, Percy, and herself.


“It’s only been five minutes, Beth,” Percy didn’t look up from the cup of coffee he was making.


Ignoring his statement, she leaned on the counter in the same position as before.


“How long have you worked here?”


“The last four years...since I was twenty-two,”


“So you’re twenty-six now?”


“It depends who’s asking. If it’s my mom, I’m four. If it’s a customer, I don’t tell them. If it’s you, figure it out by yourself.”


“Someone’s in a bad mood today,” Annabeth teased.


“I prefer to avoid customers,”


“Who’s the coffee for?” She asked. The last customers had just left. “There’s no one here but us.”


“It’s for you,” Percy answered.


Annabeth raised her eyebrow, puzzled. “How do you know how I like my coffee?”


“I take your order three times a week every Tuesday, Thursday, and Sunday.”


“I...I never...I never noticed,” she said.


Percy handed Annabeth the cup of coffee. She took it hesitantly.


“Well?”


“Oh, um,” she took a large sip and instantly regretted it. “Hot!” She yelped.


Percy cracked a smile, a rare sighting. “Well yeah, dumbass. It’s fresh.”


“You smiled!” Annabeth grinned.


“No, I…” he trailed off. “I grinned slightly at your stupidity. Your turn.”


Annabeth rolled her eyes, “for what?”


“Make me a cup of coffee. Put anything you want in it.”


“You’re going to hate me,” she maneuvered around the counter and picked up a cup. “Anything?”


“Anything,” he echoed.


Annabeth scanned her eyes over the various flavors. She saw blueberry syrup and added a huge squirt. She then added a squirt of vanilla, then filled it up with black coffee. She found a hand mini mixer and stuck it in the cup. Once she was done mixing, she filled a cup with ground ice and poured the coffee concoction over the ice, then placed the lid on.


“Done!” She proudly handed Percy the cup of blueberry-vanilla iced coffee.


Percy took a sip and grimaced. “You call this coffee ?”


“Yeah?”


“This is gross,” 


“But that’s how they make it at Starbucks, right?” She asked, confused.


“No, not at all,  Beth,” he began to laugh, taking another sip. “Let me walk you through it,”


Percy took a small coffee cup and handed it to Annabeth. “Fill the cup with ice, then pour vanilla syrup around the edges and pour in the coffee. Take the milk and heavy cream and whisk them together, then pour that over the coffee.”


Annabeth followed his directions and handed Percy the coffee. “Is this a vanilla latte?” She asked.


“Mhm,” he gave her a thumbs up.


“Percy? Where did the coffee grinds that I just ordered go?” a voice came from the storeroom in the back.


“Top shelf in front, just like they always are,” he rolled his eyes. A woman with curly hair walked out of the back.


“Did you close up early?” She asked.


“No, Mom,”


“Who’s this?” The woman spotted Annabeth.


“This is Annabeth. Annabeth, this is my mom.”


“Nice to meet you-“ before Annabeth finished her sentence, Percy’s mother hugged her.


“Nice to meet you, Annabeth. My name is Sally Jackson. Let me tell you, you’re a lucky one. Percy hasn’t let a person who’s walked up to him get to know him in years! In fact, I think this might be the first time ever!”


“Mom. Coffee grinds,” Percy reminded her. His cheeks were flush with embarrassment.


“Right. Anyways, nice to meet you, Annabeth.”


Percy turned to her, “I’m sorry if that made you uncomfortable…”


“No, it’s fine!” She insisted. “I like her,”


Annabeth looked at her watch, realizing she had stayed longer than she meant to. “I’ve got to get going, but I’m free most days if you want to hang out again sometime.”


“That sounds great. How’s Saturday?”


“I’ll be here,” she turned to walk out of the cafe.


“Oh, um, if it’s okay with you, could I maybe get your number?” Percy stuttered. Now that his hard outer shell had melted away, Percy was just a goofy, timid guy in his twenties.


“Sure,” Annabeth wrote down her number on his coffee cup and smiled. “See ya, Percy.”


 ***


“How was your date?” Asked Hazel as I walked into our apartment.


“It wasn't a date, Hazelnut.”


“Then why are you smiling like that?”


I looked down at the video of water slide fails on my phone. “I was watching America’s Funniest Home Videos?” 


“What episode?” She pulled me down on the couch with her and leaned over my shoulder.


“I don’t know, but it has a compilation of water slide fails and it’s hysterical!”


The two women sat on their couch laughing at people falling off water slides until Annabeth’s phone began to buzz and interrupt the fun.


“Who…?” Hazel trailed off.


“I don’t know,” she answered the phone hesitantly.


“Hello?”


“Are you Percy’s girlfriend?”


“Wh...what?!” She exclaimed.


“Percy’s too cranky to get a girlfriend, how did he score you?”


“Who are you and what the hell are you talking about?”


“I’m Frank and you are Percy’s girlfriend.”


“No, I’m not! Is this supposed to be a prank call or something?”


“Frank give the fucking phone back!”


“I called your girlfriend for you!”


“I don’t have a girlfriend, stop fooling around and give me the phone.”


“Well excuse me, Percy. I’m just telling your ‘friend’ how awesome you are.”


It was at that moment when she decided that she’d had enough and hung up.


“Who was that?” Hazel asked.


“A random jackass got my number somehow,” Annabeth answered.


“So now you’ve moved on from calling the rude barista a turd to a jackass?”


“No, it wasn’t him! It was some guy named...Frank?”


“Mhm,” she rolled her eyes and looked back down at her phone.


“What should we eat tonight?”


“I don’t care,” she replied, engrossed in her phone.


“Well I’m making mac and cheese!” she shouted as she walked to the kitchenette.


In truth, Annabeth was an awful cook. She had once lit a fire in the toaster oven when grease from Chinese food she was heating up lit on fire. Hazel wasn’t much better; she could at least cook a basic meal.


Nico was the real wonder in the kitchen. He could whip up the fanciest dishes Annabeth had ever seen. From what he’d told her, his mother taught him to cook before she died. More often than not, Will and Nico would come over(or vice versa) and Nico would cook for them since they were all disasters in the kitchen.


“Don’t crack the pot again,” Hazel teased. 


“Once, Hazel. Once .”


***


 


Hazel had to be the most beautiful person Frank had ever seen. Since they’d started corresponding on Snapchat, he’d known he’d been in love.


Hazel<3: I cant wait to see you in a little while and finally meet you in person!!!! Annabeth is cooking and it smells so bad...I need to get out of here help me


He laughed as he read her message. Quickly, he responded with a silly face and a shrug.


“Frank? Hello?” he looked up as his friend, Percy, waved his hands in front of his face.


“Yeah? Sorry, I zoned out.”


“Let me guess, you’re talking to Hannah or whatever you said her name was?”


“It’s Hazel, get it right.” 


“What’s she look like?” Percy prodded.


Frank brought up a picture he’d saved of her.


Percy started laughing uncontrollably, beginning to wheeze.


“What?!” Frank asked a bit offended.


“This girl came up to me and tried to start flirting with me today!”


Frank felt his heart drop. “Oh?”


Percy laughed, patting Frank’s shoulder. “Don’t worry, she clearly wasn’t into me. If you ask me, you two have it bad for each other.”


“Sure,” Frank rolled his eyes.


“You should meet up with her,”


“I doubt she’ll want to.”


“Then check and ask!”


“Fine,” he quickly asked Hazel if she wanted to meet up sometime.


Hazel<3: yes! How about we meet up in an hour at that park by your house? Is it alright if I bring Annabeth along? I need to show her that her Percy and your Percy are the same Percy.”


Frank laughed, typing a quick reply.


Frank: Definitely...I’m excited to meet her


Hazel replied, sweet! Double date!


He blushed, making Percy laugh.


“So she said yes?” 


“Yeah. We are meeting up with her and one of her friends in an hour.”


“What’s her friend’s name?”


“Annabeth,” said Frank.


“O-Oh?” Percy stuttered.


“Well, who’s flustered now, huh?”


“Shut up, Frankie.”


 


***


 


Annabeth walked along the paved path at a park Hazel had dragged her to meet up with some guy she’d been talking to over Snapchat.


“Annabeth please just meet this guy. Frank says he’s really nice.” Hazel pleaded.


“He sounds like an ass to me,” she didn’t look up from her phone. She was currently talking to Percy.


Annabeth: My friend wants me to meet some random guy, and he sounds horrible.


Percy the Turd: me too. Frank is taking me to meet his girlfriend and her friend


Annabeth: what a coincidence 


“Annabeth, I'm serious. You’re going to love him,”


“You really want me to meet him, huh?”


Hazel sighed exasperatedly. “ Yes ,”


“Fine. Tell me when they are here, I’m going to sit on a bench.”


She went to sit on a bench, crossing her arms over her chest. Annabeth was not looking forward to this. She knew that Hazel had only brought her along because she wanted to introduce her to another guy who she will probably hate.


“Funny meeting you here,” the bench creaked as a person sat down beside her. She looked up and saw Percy. His hands were in his pockets, and he was staring down at the grass.


“Hey,” she said softly.


“Why so sad?”


“I’m not sad,” Annabeth defended.


“You can tell yourself that, but you are basically screaming to the world that you are upset.”


“I have a serious resting bitch face,” she shrugged.


“Okay…” Percy suppressed a laugh. 


“How did you know where I was?”


“Your friend dragged me over here,”


Annabeth sighed, head in her hands. “Hazel has a huge problem with getting way too invested in other people’s lives.”


“I don’t blame her; after twenty-something years of being colorblind, I really want to know what the color blue looks like.”


Annabeth laughed, “Again with the blue?” 


“Yes, Beth. Blue is an important color and needs to be recognized!”


She looked around, trying to spot her annoying friend, instead, spying an ice cream cart.


“There’s an ice cream cart.” 


“Where?” asked Percy.


She pointed in the direction of the cart, “Over there,” 


“Well then let’s go get some ice cream!” Percy took her hand and pulled her towards the cart.


“Where are we going?”


“You cannot just point out ice cream to someone and expect them to not drag you over.”


She laughed as he guided her through the few people in that section of the park. “Such a goofball,”


“First turd, now goofball?”


“Hey, there are worse things than cute nicknames.”


They got in line for the ice cream.


“So I’m cute?”


“No, you’re mean. Remember how mean you were to me earlier?”


“I am not mean to you, I just didn’t want to talk to you because I thought you were another girl pinning after me.”


“Listen, the only reason I came up to you was that Hazel said you were an asshole.”


“I never said I wasn’t?” Percy guffawed.


“Good, because I did say it!” Annabeth poked his chest.


“What do you want for ice cream?” asked the girl serving the ice cream.


“Um...do you have any blue flavors?” she asked.


“I think we have blue raspberry?”


“I’ll get that.”


“I’ll have the coffee ice cream, thanks,” Percy said.


“Great, that’s $8.32,” Percy reached into his wallet and pulled out a ten, but I stopped him. 


“We can just each pay five,”


Percy then insisted on paying.


“No,” Annabeth refused, pulling out a five. Percy sighed and did the same. The girl smiled and scooped their ice cream into two cones and handed it to them, smiling.


“You are always so persistent?”


“Yup,” Annabeth answered. She licked her cone as her phone buzzed in her pocket.


Hazelnut: Where are you?! Frank and I have been waiting for you and his friend for a while now!


Annabeth: I’m with a friend...you and Frank hang out, I’ll be fine.


She put her phone in her back pocket.


“Awe, you consider me a friend?” Percy cooed.


“Well, yeah,” Annabeth said. “Unless you don’t like me or something,”


“Oh, no, I love you.” his face turned red, realizing what he’d just said to Annabeth, who he’d only met that day. “I am so–”


“Percy,”


“I didn’t-”


“ Percy! It’s fine.” Annabeth laughed. Percy’s ears were red with embarrassment, and he looked away, clearly flustered.


“Besides, I think I kinda like you.”


“Oh, really?” he smirked.


“Really,” she finished, taking a bite of her ice cream.


 


***


 


When Percy arrived back at his apartment later that day, the tips of his ears were still red from embarrassment.


“Dude, where were you today?” Frank walked into the apartment and closed the door behind him.


“With a friend,” Percy answered.


“Sure,”


“I’m serious! And I think...I think I might kinda like her.”


“Woah, Percy? Liking someone? I didn’t know that was possible!”


“Shut the hell up, Frankie.”


“Well, I’m sorry to offend you.” He walked to the kitchen and pulled a can of alphabet soup out of the cupboard.


“How much of that shit did you buy?”


“A lot, leave me alone,”


Percy rolled his eyes and got up off the couch to go to his room. The walls had been painted blue(at least, that’s what the paint can read) and the hardwood flooring was cold under his bare feet. Many pictures were hung up on the walls, mostly of him and his little brother, Tyson, who was a few years younger than him. They were only half brothers, but Percy loved him more than any other person besides his own mother.


He plopped himself down onto his beanbag and pulled out The Book Thief. He’d read it a million times and loved it more and more each time he read it.


No matter how many times he read it, however, the ending always managed to tear him up.


After a while reading, he picked up his phone and began to scroll through Facebook. There were the usual pictures of food and random cat videos, but there was a new recommendation for who he should follow.


Annabeth Chase


He smiled faintly and clicked the following.


Only a moment later, he received a message from her.


Heyyy, coffee-boy


He sighed and replied, new nickname, hm?


Yup. I’m bored. Help.


Percy began to laugh and shake his head. And I assume you want me to do something about it?


She replied quickly, let’s move our coffee on Saturday to twenty minutes from now. Hazel’s being annoying.


Is she? Do you like dominoes? He got up from his seat and walked out of his room and straight into the wall.


“Fuck!” He rubbed his now throbbing forehead and held his stubbed toe.


“You good?” Frank laughed at him.


“Go away,”


His phone dinged. Yes. Garlic knots are life.


See you in twenty, then?


Yes.


 


***


 


As Annabeth was met with the delicious smell of garlic knots and pizza baking, she smiled. The first time she’d had Dominos was about two years ago when her cousin, Magnus, had convinced her that pizza wasn’t just a way to make people fat. She’d loved it ever since.


“You are early,” Percy walked up to her.


“So aren’t you.” She grinned.


“You like garlic knots, right?”


“ YES .”


Once they had bought their garlic knots and were walking through the sidewalks of the City, they began talking.


“So we have known each other for approximately…a few hours,” Annabeth said slowly. “And you, who never opens up to people, have told me about yourself after only a few hours. What’s with that?”


“A feeling.” He answered.


“I didn’t take you as the kind of person to have a ‘feeling’ about someone.”


Percy looked at me sideways, “You know, how one can just meet a person then either hate them or love them? You are the latter.”


“So what are you saying?” She asked, confused.


“You are a likable person,  Beth.”


“Oh,” they walked in awkward silence for a few minutes, before Percy spoke up again.


“Do you like alphabet soup?”


“Yeah, why?” 


“My roommate and I have so much...do you want to help us eat it?”


“I feel like I should ask why you have so much alphabet soup…?”


“That’s a story for later...I live up here if you want to come in to get some.” He pointed to somewhere down the road.


Annabeth smiled, “Sure, as long as you don’t plan on kidnapping me and holding me hostage.”


“Like I would do that,” Percy rolled his eyes.






The first thing Annabeth saw when she walked into Percy’s apartment was a tall Asian dude sitting at the kitchen table talking on the phone and eating soup.


“Hang on, Hazel…” he put his phone down. “Hey, Percy...want some soup? We still have three dozen cans. Who’s that?”


“Frank, Annabeth. Annabeth, Frank. She likes alphabet soup.”


“TAKE TWELVE CANS!” He got up, nearly spilling his soup in the process.


“Er...thanks...Frank.”


“ Wait, ANNABETH? Frank, why is Annabeth at your apartment?”


Annabeth heard Hazel’s voice through Frank’s phone. He picked up the phone and explained, “she came with Percy, she’s going to take some soup.”


“ Oh, okay. Cool.” She said calmly.


Percy and Annabeth laughed slightly. It seemed everyone had gotten used to the idea of thirty-six cans of soup needing a home.


“I’ll heat some up,” Percy walked to the cupboard and got two cans of soup and two bowls.






Later that night, when Annabeth returned home with twelve cans of soup, Hazel was waiting at the door, grinning.


“How was your date?”


“It wasn’t a date, Hazelnut.”


“Did you get food?”


“Yeah?”


“Did you talk?”


“Yes, oh my god.”


“Did you flirt with each other?”


“A little, I suppose.”


Hazel smiled widely and laughed. “IT WAS A DATE!”


“Okay, maybe it kind of was. Now I need to go put this fucking soup away.”






For the next few weeks, Percy and Annabeth texted each other quite a bit, but they couldn’t meet in person, since Annabeth was busy with work.


“Dude, just go ask her out if you like her so much!” Frank threw his hands up.


“Then ask Hazel out,” Percy laughed.


“Touché,”


“We need to grow some vajinas, don’t we?” Percy chuckled.


Frank looked confused “Why’s that?” 


“Because,” Percy explained, “when a guy gets kicked in the balls, we cry about it for hours. When a woman gets kicked in the vajina, they flinch as if you punched their arm and move on.”


“That’s a good point, I guess.”


“No shit...anyway, I do kind of want to ask her out. For real.”


“Then woman up and do it!”


“Alright, alright,” he dialed Annabeth’s number slowly and waited for her to pick up.


“Hey, Percy,” she answered. “What’s up?”


“So, I actually had a question for you.”


“Had?”


“Have. Sorry. Grammar.” He mentally smacked himself. “Anyway, I was wondering if you wanted to go out sometime. Like actually to a nice place and not just walking around eating garlic knots, even though that was cool and all, but I was just thinking that-“


“Percy, chill out. Yes, I’d love to go out with you.” Annabeth said, not bothering to hide her excitement.


“Really?” Percy was genuinely surprised at this. They’d only known each other for a little while, but it felt like an eternity. “I promise we don’t have to eat alphabet soup.”


“Oh, that’s great. I’m kind of getting tired of alphabet soup.”


“Yeah...me too.” he laughed. “What’s a good date for you?”


“I’m not working on the weekends, but you work on Sunday, so probably Saturday?”


“Saturday it is then. I’ll pick you up at seven?”


“Sounds amazing .”


***


Annabeth sat down on her bed, grinning from ear to ear. Percy had just asked her out. When they had met, she felt a spark, and it got her thinking about how…how he might be the one.


“Annabeth?” Hazel walked into her room, carrying a can of chicken noodle soup and alphabet soup. “Which s– you look happy.” Hazel grinned, saw the phone in her hand, then she plopped down on the bed. “Spill.”


Annabeth sighed. “If I must. Percy just called me and–“


“Oh my gosh! He asked you out, didn’t he? Don’t you dare lie, Annabeth!”


“He did.” She said.


Hazel squealed excitedly. “When? Where?”


“Saturday at seven. He’s surprising me with what we are doing.”


“Clever.” She wiggled her eyebrows. “You are so lucky. Do you think he’s your soulmate?”


Annabeth shrugged. “I’m not sure but…I hope so.”


Hazel grinned, setting down the soup cans. “I’m so happy for you, Annie. Seriously, from what Frank has told me, Percy only ever opens up to his mom and his best friend.”


“I feel so lucky,” Annabeth rolled her eyes sarcastically.


“Today is Wednesday, so you’ve got a few days to think about what you are going to wear.”


She shook her head, smiling slightly. “I’m just going to wear something semi-casual. It’s not like we are going to the Met Gala or anything.”


“Oh but honey, it is,”


***


Percy tapped his fingers against the steering wheel of his Honda nervously. It was currently seven-fifteen, and he was supposed to get Annabeth at seven-thirty. He’d only just left the apartment complex. 


He hadn’t told her where they were going, simply because he hadn’t figured it out yet. When Percy asked Annabeth out on Wednesday, it was more of a spur-of-the-moment situation, rather than a long thought-out decision. After much consideration, he’d picked going to the Metropolitan Museum, then to  Nectar Cafe nearby. While thinking about this, he took into consideration how first dates are meant to be a ‘get-to-know-you’ experience.


By seven thirty-two, Percy had arrived at Annabeth’s quaint apartment complex. She told him once that she was on the fifth floor, but she’d forgotten to tell him which apartment it was. Or maybe he’d just zoned out one of the many times he’d gotten lost in her eyes. He couldn’t tell what color they were, but they almost swirled around, like storm clouds.


When he got inside the lobby, there were only two people inside, other than himself. There was a man behind the desk, and a woman with curly hair speaking to him. She turned around and smiled at him. 


Percy walked up to Annabeth, grinning shyly.


“I’m sorry I forgot to tell you my apartment number, so I figured I’d sit down here for a while.”


“Hey, it's better than what I was planning on doing,” Percy chuckled, “I was going to go around knocking on doors until I found yours.”


“Well, I'm glad I came down here then.” She smiled at him, making his heart melt. In the few weeks he's known this woman, she'd made his heart stop every time she smiled.


He cleared his throat, realizing he'd been staring. “Shall we?”


“We shall,” Annabeth took his hand, and they walked out of the door. “So...now will you tell me where we are going?”


“I would, only it would ruin the surprise.” Percy flashed a smirk at her.


“Mean,” she pouted.


Percy opened the door for her, bowing. “M’lady,”


“Thank you, kind sir.”


***


The ride to the museum was filled with laughter. The radio was blasting the strangest variety of music ranging from Olivia Rodrigo and Billie Eylish to Queen and Van Halen.


Annabeth quickly discovered where they were going, as she'd been to the Metropolitan hundreds of times herself. No matter how many times she'd been, it would be a million times better with Percy.


“Am I still on your phone as Percy the Turd?” Percy asked randomly.


“Of course, what else would you be?” She teased him.


“Percy the most amazing person ever who brings me to the Met, duh.”


“No, Percy the Turd is way better.” Annabeth grinned. “Besides, it's cute.”


“Aw, you think I'm cute?”


“We've already established this, turd.”


 


The Honda pulled into a packed lot of the Metropolitan, and the long walk and chilly air made Annabeth glad she'd worn a cardigan.


“We can visit any exhibit you want, Beth.” Percy looked over at her.


“Any?”


“Any.”


“Renaissance Exhibit.” She dragged Percy in the direction of the particular area of the museum. Surprisingly, there weren't many people in the area.


“Oh! They have the Vitruvian Man!” she exclaimed. 


“It's such a strange piece of artwork, I never understood what it means.” Percy pondered.


“It symbolizes the connection between the Divine beings and humans,” Annabeth explained. “It's a depiction of Visuvius’s drawing from a millennium and a half prior. There was a similar version found in Ferrera, Italy.”


“Did you read that off the info plate or did you just know that?” He asked, narrowing his eyes playfully.


“I knew it because I'm smart .”


“Ah, yes.” Percy turned to a different painting–The Birth of Venus. “What about this one?”


“That's the Birth of Venus, showing the Roman goddess of Love and Beauty. Painted by Sandro Botticelli, shows the time when Venus came upon the land formed by sea spray. She is greeted by the Graces.”


“Is it just me or did Roman dudes just love painting and sculpting naked women.” He wondered. “It's kind of pervish.”


Annabeth shrugged, “People liked it, and it's one's natural form. You don't just pop out of your mom's vajina in a suit and tie, right?”


“I see your point, if these artists were trying to show the natural beauty and the divine creatures, then it makes sense that they would present their art like that.” Percy reasoned with his own thoughts.


“It will be amazing once we can see these in color. I've wondered all my life what painters use to make the perfect blend of colors. I took an art theory class in college, and our professor said that a good combination of colors can be deciphered  from one another in greyscale.” She loved having a person to talk to when she was looking at these gorgeous works of art. It was nice, having someone who could relate to her and he could have a normal conversation with, as far as what she enjoyed talking about.


“Why would you take an art theory class if you can't even see color yet?” Percy asked her.


“You don't need color to be an artist, Percy. I'm an art historian, and I get plenty done without color.”


“But the kinds of colors they use and how they use them...it's a huge part of art history.”


“Yes, but take the Vitruvian Man for example. It’s a simple drawing that holds so much meaning and power.”


“I see what you mean,” he nodded. “I just like the idea of color in art.”


Annabeth agreed, “it’s just not always necessary.”


***


The museum was a success, as far as Percy thought. In only two short hours, he’d learned more about Annabeth Chase than he’s learned about his own father in twenty-six years.


“So the Nectar Cafe, hm?” she asked him.


“Yeah, I think you’ll like it. You said you loved pickles a few days ago, and they give you a free pickle with each meal.”


“Seriously?” Annabeth asked in wonder. “That's amazing. I mean, free pickles? What could be better?”


Kissing you , thought Percy. He nodded in agreement, despite his thoughts. “Yeah, I mean once I ordered mac and cheese, and they gave me a free kosher pickle. It was so good.”


“We need to go. Now.” she pulled him away from the museum towards the car lot. As they walked towards Percy’s car, they talked about their pasts. “Tell me, Percy. We all have a story. What’s yours?”


Percy sucked in a breath. He knew this would come up at some point, he just didn’t know it would be this soon. “Well, I was born in Manhatten. Upper East Side. My dad died just before I was born. It sucked for my mom since they were soulmates. Lived in a shitty apartment with my mom and stepdad until I was twelve. Then he died, and he had a gambling fortune he’d been hoarding, so my mom got that, and we moved to a nicer apartment. She met my current stepdad when I was fifteen, and they’ve been married for about nine years now. I have a little sister, her name is Estelle. She is about eight. Cutest kid ever. You’d love each other.” 


Annabeth flushed at the thought of meeting Percy’s family(other than his mom, who she already knew). 


 


“I went to college for marine biology but switched to general animal science in my sophomore year. I work part-time at my mom’s cafe to help her out since she can’t really run it on her own. We are looking for a new person to take over my position so that I can go full-time at the vet clinic I work at.”


Annabeth smiled. “That’s amazing, Percy. I didn’t take you for an animal guy.”


“Is that a bad thing?” he asked, worried. 


“No!” she reassured him. “Besides, vets are hot.” 


It was Percy’s turn to blush now. He definitely wasn’t used to being complimented on his career path, much less being told that vets are hot. “How about you? What’s your story?”


“Well, let’s see. I was born in Virginia. I moved to New York when I was seven, then when I was fourteen I moved to California. I lived there until I finished high school, then I moved back here to Manhatten. My dad is a professor at Harvard. He met my mom in a class. He was a pretty young teacher. They fell and love, then they had me. A couple of years later they fell out and got divorced. Haven’t seen her since. My dad, though, remarried my stepmom. They had twin boys. My brothers are the best part about going back home during holidays. I majored in Art history, then I got a job as an art historian.” she shrugged. “That’s about it.”


“Lucky for you, Beth, I think art historians are very hot.” Percy smiled at her as he unlocked the car and held open the door for Annabeth to get in.


***


Once they got to the Nectar Cafe, the waiter was slightly annoying. He was a squeaky teenager, and she was pretty sure he got a boner from every slightly attractive girl he looked at. Annabeth couldn’t help but feel bad for him. He was running and taking orders, dashing food around the cafe.


“Poor kid looks like he’s about to pass out,” Percy commented.


“Think you used to look like that?” Annabeth asked, grinning.


“No way. I was on the swim team. Only people on the swim team were people who had nothing else to do or were incredibly hot. I was a mix.”


“Sure.” she rolled her eyes. “I mean, I believe it, but…”
“Now who’s being mean?” Percy raised his eyebrow, smiling.


“Hi, my name is Simon. Can I take your order?” the squeaky teen asked, leaning halfway over the table. Annabeth backed closer to the wall.


“Yeah…do you serve pickle appetizers?”


“We do. Will you start with that?”


“Yes please.” Percy gave the waiter a smile that very clearly said ‘get out of my face’, and the kid fled.


“Is that how you talk to customers?” Annabeth sipped at her water.


“Most of the time. Unless I like them, of course.” he winked.


“Oh, please. You hated me a few weeks ago.”


Percy scoffed. “I did not! I was just…tired.”
“You were not,” Annabeth argued. “You looked me in the eye and told me to fuck off.”


“Okay, maybe I did,” he admitted.


They spoke about how much of a jerk they were to each other when they first met until their pickles came.


Percy took a bite of a pickle, grinning. “I still can’t believe you called me a turd. That was totally the highlight of the day.”


“It was pretty great.” she agreed. “Hey, what color do you think these pickles are?” 


He examined the pickle spear carefully. “I’ve heard they are usually dark green on the outside, then lighter on the inside, like a cucumber. I think they should be blue, though.”


“Pickles are cucumbers, turd.”


“I-I knew that!” Percy’s eye’s widened as if he didn’t know it(which he didn’t).


“Mk, sure.”


***


The ride back was silent until Annabeth started to get a migraine. “Percy?”
“Beth?”


“Do you have any ibuprofen in here? I just started to get a splitting headache.”


“It’s in the glovebox…do you need water?”


“Yes please,” Percy handed Annabeth a bottle of water from the cupholder, and she sipped at it as she swallowed the pill. 


“Is it bad?” he asked, looking over at her worriedly. She nodded, curling up against the window. “I’ll pull over.” Percy pulled into a parking space on the side of the road and turned off the radio.


“You don’t have to, I swear. You’ve probably got to get back to your home, and I don’t want to hold you up.” Annabeth protested.


“Trust me, you aren’t holding me up from anything. I just don’t want you getting sick, that’s all.”


Annabeth hated being so vulnerable, but right now she couldn’t help it. Migraines were a common occurrence for her, but this one was different. It was just behind her eyes, blurring her vision and making it nearly impossible to move her head. 


Percy took her hand and rubbed his thumb around her palm. He was beginning to feel a minor headache coming on himself, but it was nothing compared to what Annabeth seemed to have.


“Can I lay down?” Annabeth asked quietly.


“Yeah, of course.” he flipped up the armrest to reveal a middle seat. She leaned across and put her head in her possible boyfriend’s lap. He stroked her hair, and Annabeth found it oddly comforting. Nobody had ever shown her this kind of almost loving affection before, and she kind of loved it.


 


It was around eleven when Annabeth finally felt good enough to sit up again. Immediately, she noticed something was off. In the dark, though she couldn’t tell. Percy was smiling down at her softly.


“Can you turn the lights on?” Annabeth asked, sitting up.


“Sure.” he was still smiling as he clicked the lights on. Different hues and saturations blinded her vision. 


“Oh my god.” she looked up at Percy and smiled so wide she could feel her cheeks split. She ran her fingers through his hair, taking in the dark, rich color of it. His eyes were the most beautiful shade ever. They were what she assumed were deep green with hints of blue and gold-flecked through them.


“You see it?” Percy asked, taking her hands in his. She nodded excitedly.


“I take back what I said about you being hot…you are fucking gorgeous.” Annabeth ran her fingers along his jawline, taking in all the colors.


“Dually noted, Beth.”


After a moment of taking each other in, Annabeth spoke. “I can’t believe we are soulmates.” she shook her head, smiling.


“It’s crazy, right?” they leaned together so their foreheads just touched. Annabeth could feel the sparks flying between their bodies. She wanted to close the gap between them. It was as simple as leaning forward, only…it wasn’t that easy . They stayed like that, foreheads touching. It wasn’t love yet, but almost. They were so close to love that it was within reach, but not yet. For now, they soaked each other in.


Finally, Annabeth asked Percy, “Can I kiss you?”


Instead of speaking, he pulled her in for a soft kiss. She nearly melted into it, letting out a tiny squeak. Percy held her close, unable to get enough of her. She pushed him back so he was laying down, and she was on top of him. His hands snaked under her shirt, and she kissed him harder. His mouth opened slightly, and she bit his lip lightly. He chuckled deeply as he sat up, holding the kiss. Now she was straddling him. 


“Fuck, Percy.” Annabeth gasped, pulling away. 


“Are you okay?” Percy asked, worried.


“Yeah.” she nodded quickly. The headache had faded(she assumed it was from the melanin rushing into her eyes), and she was much more than a little turned on. 


It seemed he was the same since there was a wild look in his eyes that she’d never seen before. It was a lustful look. A look of longing, want.


“Can we?” Annabeth asked, looking up at him. While she’d only known the man for a month or two, it felt like she’d been in love with him forever.


Percy nodded, smiling at her. At her . It was definitely a look she could get used to. They climbed into the backseat and Annabeth immediately decided that she wanted to be on the bottom. She loved the feeling of being touched and played with by him. Somehow, she knew she’d only gotten a taste so far, though. 


***


Percy kissed her goodnight at the doorstep of her apartment. She promised to come see him at work on Tuesday like she always did, and he promised to be there. When Annabeth walked inside, Hazel was sitting on the couch facing her, eagerly waiting for the details of the night.


“Hey…” Annabeth smiled. She took in Hazel’s gorgeous features. Her dark curly hair, her rich skin tone. “Shit you are even hotter in color.”


Hazel nodded, then she froze. “In color ?” she squealed. Annabeth nodded, smoothing down her hair. She also made sure to pull up her collar before she walked into the apartment to hide the (many) hickeys Percy’d given her. 


“Percy is your soulmate?” Hazel ran to her best friend, hugging her. Again, she nodded. Hazel pulled down Annabeth’s collar and yelped. “You have hickeys oh my gosh!” then she looked up, a smile slowly forming. “Did you do it?”


Annabeth bit her lip and took off her coat. “Yeah, we did.”


“No way. Nico and Will are going to freak out.” Hazel pulled Annabeth to the couch and forced her to sit. “Tell me all about it.”


 


Annabeth began her story with a smile, explaining their date at the metropolitan, the Nectar Cafe, and the ride home. “I got this awful migraine, similar to the migraines I get on my period. Only it was behind my eyes. I’m pretty sure that it was melanin going into my eyes and it just gave me a bad headache. Percy said he only got a small headache, lucky him. He held me in his lap and pulled over and ran his hands through my hair and holy shit Hazel I loved it so much. Then my migraine went away and I noticed that everything looked so…different. He turned on the lights then…we couldn’t stay off each other.” she finished with a wink.


“Oh my gosh, Annabeth.” Hazel ran her hand through her hair. “If that’s not the most romantic thing I’ve ever heard then I don’t know what is.” 


“It was so good.” she flopped over, looking up at the ceiling.


“I bet. The man is smoking hot. Frank’s more my speed, though.”


“Everything is so much better in color. It takes some getting used to, but I think by next week I can have all my colors memorized. 


“You should get Will to help you. He’s an optometrist.”


“I was planning on it, Hazelnut.” Annabeth rolled her eyes, yawning. “I’m going to go to bed now. I’m fucking exhausted.”


“For certain reasons, I imagine.”


***


That next Tuesday, when Annabeth walked into the cafe, she met Percy’s gaze immediately. They shared a quick smile. Annabeth turned to Nico and Will, telling them she’d be right back. Nico glanced over at Percy, smirking. Annabeth walked over to the counter, waiting for the last of the customers to finish up.


“Hey, Beth.” Percy smiled at her softly. This was a soft, loving look, much different from how he’d looked at her last. “What can I get for you today?”


“A black coffee, a french vanilla iced coffee, and that thing you made me that one time.”


Percy laughed, shaking his head. “Got it. I take it you’re with them?” he nodded to Nico and Will, who were smirking at the both of them.


“You got it.” she sighed. “They are teaching me colors.”


“Yikes, good luck. Mom taught me, and there are so many. It’s scary.”


“There are six basic colors, coffee-boy.” 


“That’s way too many. I’ll stick with everything blue, thank you very much.”


“Blue is pretty cute, I suppose.” she bit her lip, “but red is sweet too.”


“Noo,” Percy whined. “Red is a bad bad color. It’s the color of blood, and also valentine’s day hearts.”


“Is that a bad thing?” she raised her eyebrow.


“Yes! They are way too cheezy and lovey-dovey. It’s unnerving.”


“Never in all the…two months I’ve known you did I think I’d hear you say lovey-dovey.”


His face flushed pink, and he bit his lip. “That’s the first time I’ve said it, I assure you.”


“Alright,” Annabeth grinned. “I wasn’t that keen on the color. Red isn’t bad, it just seems a bit angry. Blues and greens are much more…calming.” Percy continued working on making the drinks. Nico’s was done first, then Will’s. “Can you come sit with us when you’re done your shift?”


 


He glanced up at the clock as he set her drink on the counter. “Yeah, sure. I’ll be over in about fifteen minutes?”


“Great.” Annabeth pulled out her card and swiped it through the machine. “You will love them. They are much nicer than Hazel, I promise. Well, Will is.” she stood on her toes to kiss his cheek before grabbing the drinks and walking over to the table.


“You two are cute,” Will said, grinning as he sipped his iced coffee.


“Are we?” Annabeth raised her eyebrow.


“Yeah. I’m not surprised it only took you two months to get color.” Nico shrugged.


“Did you guys get headaches when you got it?” she asked.


“Nico did, I didn’t,” Will said. “Because I take care of my eyes.”


“I take care of my eyes and I got a migraine.” Annabeth glared at her friend. He was supposed to know a lot about eyes.


“I’m kidding, Annabeth. It happens to some people more than others. Really it depends on how fast you gain the ability.”


“I supposed that makes sense,” she nodded slowly, taking in the information. “Everything makes so much more sense now, though. We don’t need color to live, obviously, but holy crap it made things easier.”


“I can see that.” Nico frowned. “But I don’t give a fuck about colors. I just love being with Will.” he cuddled into his boyfriend’s side. It made her heart melt.


“You two are the definition of love.” Hazel snuck up behind them.


“Hazelnut!” Annabeth exclaimed, excited to see her best friend. “You are late.”


“I had to work a bit of a long shift today. Also, I brought Frank. He’s talking with Percy right now.” Hazel climbed over Annabeth so she could sit next to the window.


“We’re gonna need a bigger table,” Nico grumbled, complaining about getting up.


“How do you split up three couples?” asked Will.


“Put one on the end, I suppose.” Annabeth shrugged.


“We have couches over there, you know.” Percy wrapped his arms around Annabeth’s waist, leaning his head on her shoulder.


“Since when?” Frank asked.


“Since we opened, dumbass.”


“He’s right,” Nico groaned as he got up. “I used to come in here and take naps after school.”


“Mom used to tuck you in with blankets. It was so cute.” Percy smiled.


“You two know each other?” Hazel asked as they all moved towards Nico’s napping couches.


“Yeah. After Bianca left I stayed here most days after school. Percy invited me to his birthday party after that, and we became…friends.”


“It’s such a small world, isn’t it?” Annabeth lay in Percy’s lap, just as she had a few nights ago. Only, now, she was migraine free and full of more love than she’d ever been in her life. Laying here in her soulmate’s lap, she felt incredible. Her friends were all around her, her life partner over her. Really, there wasn’t any more she could ask for.
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In which Percy and Annabeth meet each year on Christmas Eve, despite being total strangers


Notes


I have been sick for the past few weeks leading up to Christmas, so I've had zero energy to write twelve fics like I did last year. Instead, I'm posting just a few in quick succession on Christmas day so I can get it over with at get back to resting.


Happy Holidays and have a wonderful New Year


i.


 


Percy held his grocery bags awkwardly, shifting to let a lady with a cane pass by. The subways were always crammed on Christmas Eve, and it was just Percy’s luck that he’d been on the most crowded train of the evening. He held his groceries closer, not trusting the man next to him who smelled heavily of weed. 


 


“It’s packed in here, huh?” A woman nudged him lightly. 


 


Percy jumped, not expecting to be interacted with. “Sorry?” I glanced to his left, spotting the woman who’d spoken. She held tightly onto an overhead rail, grinning down at him. Her blonde princess curls were stuffed haphazardly into a green beanie, her cheeks rosie from the cold.


 


“I said that it’s packed in here.” She frowned. “Are you alright?”


 


“Er—yeah. It’s just been a long day, you know?” He shrugged. Working long hours as a general practitioner was taxing, but extremely worth it. He loved being able to aid those in need. Each person was like a new puzzle, and it was his job to solve it. If there was one thing that the thirty-year-old doctor loved, it was puzzles.


 


“I get it,” she rolled her eyes. “Capitalism takes a toll on you.” She cleared her throat, covering a laugh as an elderly man across the train glared at her. “What are you up to tomorrow?”


 


“Nothing much, I suppose.” Percy swallowed hard, unsure of how to respond. Could he trust this woman? What if she was an insane criminal who stalked people on Christmas Eve?


 


Well…maybe not that. She didn’t exactly look like the serial killer type. Her jawline was soft, smile lines around her mouth and eyes. Oh, her eyes. Her eyes were gorgeous. Swirling grey pools that showed her curiosity, pain, and anger. Her intelligence, her wisdom.


 


“Sounds fun,” her smile returned. “I’m Annabeth, by the way. Annabeth Chase.”


 


“Percy Jackson,” he held out his hand, giving in to her infectious energy and casting a small smile. 


 


Annabeth took his hand, shaking firmly. The train lurched to a stop, the wheels squealing underneath them.


 


“Well, this is my stop.” She sighed. “See you around, Percy.”






ii.


 


Another cycle around the sun, and here he was again. Percy stood on the subway, just as he did every night on his way home from work. Children were bouncing around, excited for the next morning filled with gifts and family gatherings. Parents wrangled their children, exasperated but smiling anyway. It was less cramped than normal. Maybe more people were taking cabs this year.


 


Percy looked around, shoving his hands in his pockets. A woman across the train caught his eye, a flash of blonde hair sticking out of her green beanie. Narrowing his eyes, he made sure that he had all of his things in his messenger bag before making his way over to her. Weaving through the children was a task in itself. 


 


He tapped the woman’s shoulder softly, so not as to startle her. Her head whipped around, eyes wide. Instead of the intensity he saw last time, all he could pick apart in her eyes was the sense of brokenness. The puffy rings around her eyes only further proved his theory. 


 


“Hey, I thought that was you!” He said quietly(as quietly as one could on a full train). “You okay?”


 


Annabeth cleared her throat, wiping her eyes hastily. “Yeah, I’m fine. Percy, right?” He nodded. “It’s great to see you again in person.” She smiled, her eyes crinkling at the edges. 


 


“What do you mean ‘in person’?” Percy asked suspiciously. As much as he liked this woman, he still didn’t exactly know her, and the profession of serial killer wasn’t ruled out quite yet.


 


“I found your instagram. I’m not stalking you, I swear.” She nudged him softly.


 


“I'm pretty sure that counts as internet stalking.”


 


“Nope,” Annabeth laughed gleefully, so far in contrast to her eyes.


 


“You are a wonderful actress, you know.” Percy chewed on the inside of his cheek. Her eyes flashed momentarily with anger before returning to their saddened state.


 


“I don't know what you mean, Percy.” She replied stiffly.


 


“You are upset. I can see it in your eyes.”


 


“Eyes show you nothing.” Percy knew she was lying even as she said this. “All that ‘window to the soul’ stuff is bullshit.”


 


“Alright, then.” Percy nodded curtly. “I'm sorry for assuming.”


 


After a few silent moments, Annabeth spoke. “Now that you know I was (not)internet stalking you, can I follow you on Instagram?”


 


“As if I'd say no,” he rolled his eyes. “I'll message you…if you do as you say.” He winked, waving goodbye as he turned to exit the train.


 


iii. 


 


@bethachase: hey, it's me


 


 @pjackson: that's not creepy at all


 


@bethachase: sorry, doofus


 


@bethachase: hi, im annabeth chase   


 


@pjackson: hey annabeth


 


@bethachase: howve you been


 


@pjackson: fuckn delightful


 


@pjackson: currently cleaning up child puke lol


 


@bethachase: oo you have a kid??


 


@pjackson: is that a deal breaker or smthn 


 


@pjackson: I don't have kids ;)


 


@pjackson: babysitting my sister


 


@bethachase: how old is she


 


@pjackson: twelve and emetophobic


 


@bethachase: ew same


 


@pjackson: gotta go but good talking with ya


 


@bethachase: talk later?


 


@pjackson: obviously


 


iv.


 


The same train, every year. That was the only time he ever saw her. Even with their regular messaging, they hadn't attempted to meet up once.


 


It seemed that Annabeth wasn’t about to give up on tradition, because on the train home on Christmas eve, he met her for a third time.


 


“Funny seeing you here,” He snuck up behind her, peeking over her shoulder. He was still in his scrubs, having been in a hurry to get out of the hospital.


 


Annabeth jolted, spinning around and grabbing ahold of his wrist. She looked up at him angrily for a moment before recognizing him and releasing his wrist. “Don’t sneak up on me like that, damn!” She smacked his chest lightly. “You’re looking…different.”


 


Percy assumed that she was referring to his slight beard contrasting his normally clean-shaven face. “I haven’t had time to shave in a week, give me a break.”


 


“It’s not a bad kind of different,” she grinned, tilting her head to the side. Her blonde curls fell over her shoulder. They were longer than they were last year. 


 


Percy smiled down at her, and she smiled back. “You look good.”


 


“Thank you,” she whispered, subconsciously getting closer to him.


 


And then…goddamn. Percy always thought that Annabeth was hot, but that was nothing compared to how she felt against his lips.


 


“Why don’t you get off at my stop tonight?” Annabeth winked as the train stopped, pulling Percy along with her.
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Percy hands out candy canes and makes a friend


“Dude.” 


 


Annabeth looked up from the box of cereal she was examining, attention grabbed by her fiance. His swirling green eyes were lit up with child-like excitement, impressive since they’d never really been children.


 


“What?” She asked, chuckling to herself and putting the cereal box back on the shelf. Christmas tunes floated through the air at the supermarket, giving an aura of joy and peacefulness to their surroundings.


 


“There is a bowl of free candy canes over there!” Percy wiggled in excitement.


 


“I think those are for the kids, honey.” She teased.


 


“Fuck the kids, I’m getting a candy cane.” Percy walked over to the bowl. Despite what he'd said, he took up the roll of passing out the candy canes. He flashed her a dazzling smile before kneeling down to talk to a young girl attached to her mother’s leg.


 


“Hey there. Do you want a candy cane?” He held out a colorful green and blue cane to the girl. She nodded shyly, taking the candy with her pudgy hands.


 


“What do you say, sweetie?” The girl’s mother asked quietly.


 


“Thank you, sir.”


 


Percy grinned, shaking his head. “I don’t think I’m old enough to be called ‘sir’ just yet. I’m not even married yet.”


 


The girl’s eyes widened, so big it was nearly comical. “You aren’t married?”


 


“Not yet. See the pretty blonde woman over there? I’m marrying her soon.” He pointed at Annabeth. 


 


“She’s really pretty. Do you love her?”


 


“More than anything,” Percy said, smiling softly. “She’s my best friend.”


 


The girl wrinkled her nose, stepping away from her mother’s leg. “Why would you marry your best friend? I thought boys could only be best friends with boys.”


 


“You can be best friends with anyone you want.” Percy clarified for her. “Now, I don’t know you that well, but you seem pretty cool. Want another candy cane?”


 


The girl nodded eagerly, accepting a red and white cane this time. “Are you sure you are marrying her? She seems too pretty for you.”


 


Annabeth had to laugh at this. She snickered at the bewildered look that crossed her fiance’s face.


 


“I can’t say I disagree, kid.” He shrugged, taking a candy cane for himself. “But she said yes, so that’s that,” he grinned at the girl, biting off a piece of the candy cane(Annabeth has told Percy so many times not to; it would shatter his teeth one day).


 


“Do you work for Santa?” the girl asked, a smile growing on her face.


 


“No, but I do know him personally. Need me to put in a good word with the old man?” Percy winked.


 


“Can you tell Santa that I’ve been very good this year? My name is Seara Marie Harvey, and my house is big ‘n red. He’ll know it when he sees it, ‘cause we always give him doughnuts instead of cookies. This year I want a Ninjago Lego set…maybe a Jurassic Park set too.”


 


Percy laughed, taking a notepad from his cross-body bag and writing down Seara’s request. Annabeth took this as a good time to step in. She placed her hand lightly on her fiance’s shoulder so she was less likely to startle him.


 


“We’ll put in a good word for—” she stopped, noticing the child’s wide eyes. They were a strange combination of grey and hazel, flakes of gold scattered around her pupils. They showed far too much knowledge for a girl her age. Annabeth cleared her throat, looking away. “We’ll put in a good word for you, sweetie. Have a Happy Christmas.”


 


Seara waved goodbye gleefully, no longer clinging to her mother’s leg. Percy returned her wave quickly before turning to Annabeth, speaking in a hushed tone.


 


“She’s a demigod, isn’t she?”


 


“Yeah,” Annabeth sighed. “We can talk to Mr. D about her. I think she’s a child of Athena, but I could be wrong. He owes me for the library renovations, I might be able to get him to act as Santa for her.”


 


“That would be a sight to see, Beth. A sight for sure.”
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Percy quite literally runs into Annabeth


Percy was not a coffee shop regular. He was not in the mood for forty-something-year-old ladies with bleach-blonde hair berating him about his love-life. He was not in the mood for waiting in line just to get his hazelnut latte that he could get for cheaper at Dunkin’. He wanted to get his Christmas shopping over with, and this stop was not on the agenda.


 


Alas, he was in a coffee shop, and he was waiting in a crazy long line for his hazelnut latte, all because his sister had thought the ‘aesthetic’ was cute. To be fair, it was pretty cool. Beatles albums lined the walls, a record player in the corner(that was probably made in 2014) played ‘Penny Lane’ softly. The walls were a lilac purple that reminded Percy of the sky right before the sun disappeared completely.


 


“Percy, you need to actually order. You can’t just glare at Paul McCartney the whole time.” Estelle smirked, nudging him lightly. 


 


“Shut up,” he grinned, pushing her back lightly. He ordered his coffee and paid without hassle.


 


“What’s up your ass today?” Estelle asked as they leaned against the wall(right under the ‘Let it Be’ album).


 


“You know I don’t like coffee shops. We could have just gone to Dunkin’ and not had to deal with all these people.” He shrugged.


 


“Oh, you mean the people you scared off with your eyeball rays of death? It’s not that bad, dude. I mean, it’s a Beatles themed cafe. What’s better than that?”


 


“Dunkin’,” Percy answered shortly. Their number was called and he stepped forward to pick up the drinks. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a woman who looked suspiciously like his last hookup walking past. He stopped abruptly, causing the woman in front of him to slam into him. When he recovered from the shock, he realized that his coffee was no longer in his hand; it was now all over the coat of the woman.


 


“Shit—I’m so sorry. I’ll buy you a replacement jacket or something. Coffee stains don’t really come out of white.”


 


“Speaking from experience?” The woman asked, laughing. Her smile was bright and carefree, her white teeth shining in the light streaming through the windows. She stripped off her wet coat, revealing a reindeer sweater underneath.


 


“Kind of, yeah.” Percy blushed, bending over to pick up the plastic cap off the floor.


 


“At least you spilled your coffee and not mine,” Estelle snatched her iced frappuccino from her brother, laughing far too loudly for an indoor coffee shop.


 


“Damnit,” Percy muttered.


 


The woman’s smile remained, and she stuck out her hand for him to shake. “I’m Annabeth. Is this your sister?”


 


“I’m Estelle, and this is my clumsy idiot brother, Percy. He looks to be about your age. He is twenty-six. He’s also a grouch, but don’t worry; he can be really nice if you can crack his shell. I recommend blue food.” Estelle shook Annabeth’s hand before Percy had a chance to speak, introducing himself for him.


 


“Nice to meet you.” Percy smiled a crooked half smile(Estelle was right…you had to earn the full smile).


 


“You too,” Annabeth chuckled softly. Estelle subtly backed away until she was back under the ‘Let it Be’ album, leaving the two adults alone. “Don’t worry about the coat. I’ve got another one at home.”


 


Percy eyed the jacket, finding the Louis Vuitton emblem on the sleeve. “That’s not a knock-off, is it?” She shook her head, amused. “You’re sure there’s nothing I can do? Do you want my jacket or something?”


 


“Only if I can get a chance to return it,” she winked, sipping at her miraculously unspilled coffee.


 


“Are you saying you want to see me again?” Percy raised an eyebrow, smile returning.


 


Annabeth handed him her phone. “Maybe…now put your number in. Just in case.”


 


Percy quickly typed in his number before handing her the phone as well as his thick jean jacket.


 


“Keep warm, ‘Beth.”


 


“You too, Percy.”
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Annabeth slips on ice


“Don’t tell me she was trying to eat all the cookies in one mouthful again,” Annabeth grinned, knowing her best friend couldn’t see her on the other side but doing it anyway. “Selena, you’ve got to understand that Clarise is a special breed and none of us know why she does things like this.”


 


The steps were slippery, she’d been warned on the way out of the store. At least three people had told her to watch her step, and she still fell. 


 


“Selena, you can’t just—” Annabeth’s feet were no longer under her and were now in front of her. Before she knew it, a sickening crack filled the air and pain spread through her ankle.


 


“Annabeth? What happened?” Selena’s voice came through the phone, panicked. It took a moment for Annabeth to recognize the distant screams she was hearing as her own. A small group of people was crowded around her.


 


Call an ambulance!


 


Someone see if she needs cpr!


 


Annabeth groaned, a numb feeling spreading through her left leg. Her head hurt and her vision was blurred, but she was awake. No one was doing mouth-to-mouth cpr on her on her account.


 


Within ten minutes of excruciating pain and questioning, paramedics had arrived and were now loading her immobilized frame into the back of an ambulance(she felt like a ninety year old, not a twenty five year old).


 


The man standing over her was…oddly familiar. His blue eyes drew her in, but she couldn’t get past the layer of icy hurt before her vision faded to black.


 


*


 


Oh, how she hated fluorescent lights. Her eyes felt crusty with her own tears, and she couldn’t feel her left leg below the knee. She sat up, ignoring the screams of protest she felt inside her back. And into her shoulder.


 


“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” A smooth voice carried across her hospital room, bringing her attention to where it had come from. A tall man with the purest green eyes she’d ever seen stood at a desk in the corner, hunched over a laptop. Once again, oddly familiar.


 


“Why not?” Annabeth found her voice after (much) too long of ogling at him.


 


“Because,” he shut the laptop and walked over to her, pulling a piece of paper from his pocket. He leaned his weight against the creme-colored wall, and she recognized where she knew him from. They’d met at a bar nearly a year ago on Christmas eve and spent the night wrapped in each other doing…less than family friendly activities. “You will rip the stitches I just put in your shoulder. Trust me, I do not want to do those again. Most people are out for longer than ten minutes after we finish up, though. I’m impressed.” He grinned at her, making her blush as she recalled how he’d smiled at her all that night(and in the coming days). How he’d been an asshole and ruined all other men for her.


 


Reluctantly, Annabeth laid back on the plush pillows, an uncommon occurrence in hospitals. “I’ve never been in a hospital bed with pillows this good,” she commented, unable to tear her eyes away from the doctor.


 


“I brought them in special for you, Miss Chase.” He winked before unfolding the paper and pulling the most expensive looking pen she’d ever seen out of his pocket. 


 


“Do you do this for all your patients, Dr. Jackson ?” How could she ever forget his name, as it was so tightly wound in her conscience. The week they’d spent together was one of pure bliss, but it didn’t mean that it meant anything special to him. It could have been out of pity. A lonely woman at a bar who was eager for attention and a challenge in bed; that’s likely all she’d been to him, considering how quickly he’d left only to never look back when the week was up.


 


“No, only the ones I really like.” He didn’t look up from his paper, continuing to scribble illegibly on different lines and boxes. After a few moments of silence, he sighed and shoved his pen and paper back into the pocket of his (very stereotypical) coat. “Are you feeling alright?”


 


Annabeth felt anger rising in her chest. He’d left her so coldly, so quickly, and he had the nerve to ask if she was feeling alright ? She let out a cold, harsh laugh. “Asshole.”


 


“Word of advice, Annabeth,” her name rolled off his tongue like honey, making her press her thighs together despite her hurt and anger. “Don’t call your doctors assholes, we can make you miserable.”


 


“You wouldn’t.”


 


“Nope,” he sat at the edge of her bed to examine her ankle. “I wouldn’t.”


 


At last, Annabeth spoke the words she’d been wondering all year. “Why did you leave?”


 


He froze mid examination, pressing his lips together. “I really shouldn’t talk about this now. I’m at work.”


 


“Why did you leave?” She repeated. “I just want an explanation, Percy .”


 


“I was scared, okay?” Percy looked at her, his facade cracking before her eyes. Suddenly, he wasn’t so confident or cocky. He was tired, scared, and hurt. “I was scared of you inevitably leaving, so I left first. I figured you wouldn’t want much to do with me once you knew me better.”


 


Annabeth frowned, chewing on the inside of her cheek. “You could have talked to me. I was falling for you, you know.”


“I know,” he went back to his examination, refusing to meet her eyes. “You ruined other women for me, you know.” Percy looked up, now sporting a shy smile.


 


“Ditto,” Annabeth leaned back, closing her eyes. “Are there security cameras in here?”


 


“Hell no,” Percy laughed, a sound like distant church bells. “That is a violation of confidential patient-doctor information.”




“Good,” Annabeth yawned, the force of her exhaustion hitting her.


 


“You’ll be set for discharge in about an hour after we get your paperwork filled out.” He took a notepad out of his deep pocket and the same expensive looking pen. Now that he was closer, she could see Riptide engraved into the side with gold plating. He quickly scribbled something down, then handed her the paper. “Give me a call when you feel better. If you’re up to it, I’ll take you to dinner first this time.” 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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In the end, he did it all for his mom


 


.


 


i.
 


He never meant for it to go this far. A covered up death here and there, a once-in-a-blue-moon robbery, no big deal. Besides, it was for a good reason. Every slit of his knife, every alarm that went off, he thought of the one person he was avenging.


 


Sally Jackson was a goddess among women. She didn’t deserve a single misfortune to cross her path, yet it seemed that the deities sent their hardest battles to their strongest soldiers after all. Orphaned at six and pregnant at eighteen left her in an abusive relationship, only to die days after her thirtieth birthday. Her son was only twelve.


 


And so he sought revenge against the man who killed her. He dedicated his life to finding the man who’d killed her and taken her entire will with him. The man who had treated the most wonderful woman like she was the lowliest scum. The man who’d betrayed her after she’d loved him. 


 


.


 


Percy was not a patient man. He tapped his foot and checked his watch again. Swirling his wine around the thin-stemmed glass had gotten old nearly ten minutes ago. She should have been here an hour ago. At the age of twenty-eight, he rarely allowed himself to go out, much less on a blind date set up by his friends. Right about now, the regret was beginning to set in. 


 


“Sir, are you waiting on someone? It’s a busy night, and we don’t really have time for stragglers.” The server caught his attention. As he looked up, he noticed a woman slip inside the restaurant and past the others in line. The greeter nearly dropped his book when he caught sight of her, calling over a server to show her to her table. As she walked towards him, she commanded power and respect from the beings around her. She held her head high, never letting her composure slip.


 


They came to a stop at his table. Percy stood, forcing a smile to his lips. “I’m Percy Jackson. Nice to meet you.” He held out his gloved hand for her to shake. She took his hand and shook lightly.


“Annabeth Chase. I’m so sorry I was late, my Uber driver dropped me off at the wrong place and I had to walk the rest of the way.” She explained. She wore a black evening dress, a deep vee showing off the curves of her breasts. 


 


“It’s alright, Annabeth.” Percy pulled her chair out for her. Something about her was familiar. He felt like he knew this woman, if not personally, than from the media.


“So, Percy,” Annabeth started, taking a sip of her wine. “It’s great to finally meet you. Grover has been talking about you non-stop. It’s appalling that we’ve gone so long without crossing paths.”


 


“Really? I haven’t talked to him in a few days, not since he left for Jamaica.” Percy attempted to respond, still sidetracked by his thoughts.


 


“Right,” Annabeth nodded.


 


After a moment of semi-awkward silence, he cleared his throat. “What do you do for work?” 


 


She turned a light shade of pink as she gazed down into her glass of wine. “I’m a—sorry, I’m chief editor. For the New Yorker.”


 


“That’s really impressive.” Percy grinned half-heartedly. “I don’t know a whole lot about the publishing business, but that’s an excellent position.”


 


“Hm…how about you?” Annabeth quickly deflected. 


 


Percy swallowed hard, running through his hobbies, attempting to come up with a realistic job. “I own a chain of photography schools across the country.” It wasn’t a lie, simply a deflection from his true profession. 


“What inspired you to open schools like this?” She asked, leaning slightly closer.


 


“My mother was a bit of a photography nut before she died. It’s my way of honoring her.” Percy mentally smacked himself. He was a few moments into conversation with a beautiful, charismatic woman, and he was already oversharing.


 


“Interesting,” Annabeth smiled. From what he could infer, it was quite genuine.


 


Percy nodded, cheeks slightly flushed. He must have been coming down with something to have let his guard down so easily. “What stories do you work on?” He asked, deflecting the conversation away from himself.


 


The woman across the table bit the inside of her cheek, eyes wide. “Er—mainly political pages. My team is a great one, so I’m lucky that I can pass off a few of the more tedious tasks to them.” She chuckled lightly.


 


He smiled and nodded contemplatively. “Do you enjoy it? My cousin works for the New Yorker under your supervision and claims you are an excellent boss.”


 


“Is your cousin Miss Hazel Levesque?” Annabeth asked, wine glass half to her lips. Percy nodded. “She flatters me,” she grinned as she sipped her wine. “Hazel is a lovely woman, you are fortunate to be related to her.”


 


“She certainly is,” Percy’s eyes brightened at Annabeth’s praise of his cousin; Hazel would be extremely flustered to learn of her compliments.


 


The rest of the evening carried on similarly. Both adults were tipsy, classy, and flirtatious while maintaining their true secrets. Annabeth had a dusting of a blush on her cheeks as Percy cautiously and not-so-subtly flirted with her. Of all the dates Grover had attempted to set him up on, Percy was incredibly glad that this was the one he’d agreed to.


 


.


 


Percy woke up alone. The spot beside him was still warm, and judging by the rumpled black dress on the floor, Annabeth couldn’t have wandered too far. In the half-drunk haze of last night, they’d stumbled to his condo and shed their clothes. 


 


His face flushed scarlet as he remembered the exact events of the prior night. The sensations, the filthy words whispered into the dark, the sharp cries of pleasure muffled by hasty lips. He remembered the way Annabeth’s face contorted in pleasure as she came. He remembered the way she’d whispered every dirty thing she wanted to do to him in his ear from behind. He remembered the frantic rustling of clothes and the swoosh as they fell to the floor. 


 


With a deep groan, Percy sat up, ignoring the pleasant aches in his muscles. He rose from his bed and padded across the cold wooden floor to his closet. He dressed himself in a pair of grey sweatpants and a hoodie. On the way out, he retrieved a spare hanger for Annabeth’s dress. 


 


He tentatively hung it off the hook over his bed with a lack of a better place.


 


The apartment smelled like rose oil and lemon, which Percy discovered came from a rose and lemon candle lit on the kitchen island.


 


“Good morning.” Annabeth greeted Percy as she came around the corner from the bathroom. She wore nothing more than a silk button-up, one he recognized from his own closet. This triggered yet another toe-curling memory: the image of his hands smoothing over the soft curve of her ass, squeezing just slightly to make her gasp.


 


“Good morning.” Percy repeated, stepping closer to the gorgeous woman in his kitchen. He wrapped his arms around her waist, causing the shirt to ruck up just the slightest amount. “I trust you slept well?” 


 


“Very,” she gazed up into his eyes, a spark of last night’s hunger reignited. “I felt quite relaxed after our excursions.”


 


“Well,” Percy swallowed hard, attempting not to let his arousal show through his expression. “I may be able to help you relax just a few more times, sweetheart. Only if you’re interested, of course.”


 


Annabeth reached onto the counter and pulled a strawberry from the bowl that sat there. She took a tantalizing bite, allowing the red juices to run down her chin slowly. “I may consent.”


 


What followed would make Percy blush for days. Things he’d never do normally—however, Annabeth was anything but normal. He took her on the kitchen counter, just a few inches away from the bowl of strawberries. Then on the couch, where she rode him slowly, in sharp contrast to the desperate movements of the previous session. Afterwards, in the large jacuzzi tub where he got her off with both his fingers and his mouth, surrounded by water infused with rose and lemon. Sex with her was addicting, like the strongest drug one could imagine. He never wanted to stop, wanted to stay in her presence for eternity. She had enchanted Percy with her sultry gaze and her lingering fingertips. 


 


Not only was she gorgeous, but she was the most intelligent mind he’d ever encountered. She never failed to have a witty comeback ready when Percy teased her, and she pointed out the most logical and efficient method of problem-solving when prompted. She single-handedly deciphered a budgeting crisis that he’d been attempting to fix for months. He was not ashamed to admit that it turned him on quite a bit.


 


“You don’t worry about people seeing in your windows?” Annabeth asked as she examined the large floor-to-ceiling windows that lined the easternmost wall.


 


“Not particularly. It’s far too high up to worry about, and they are tinted from the outside, so if one were to attempt to look inside, they would be fairly unsuccessful.” Percy explained. He was back in his sweats, and Annabeth was in an over-sized tee-shirt with a pair of Hazel’s leggings he’d found in his closet.


 


“She leaves her shit everywhere, I swear,” Percy had told Annabeth as he handed her the leggings. “It came in handy now, but not so much when I find her trashy romance novels on the coffee table.”


 


That had sparked an extensive conversation on the pros and cons of trashy romance novels as well as creating a list of tropes from best to worst.


 


The day wasted away as the two adults lay together on the living room floor, discussing trashy novels and occasionally making out…and getting carried away.


 


Soon the sunset was visible through the slits in the drawn curtains(which Annabeth had insisted be closed after they witnessed three birds crash into the window mid-sex). Annabeth was snoring lightly on his shoulder, her borrowed leggings discarded once again. Percy reminded himself to buy Hazel a new pair as he checked his phone for the first time all day. When he turned off do-not-disturb, it immediately began to buzz with texts and missed calls from Grover, Hazel, and employees.


 


“Shit,” he muttered, opening his chat with Grover to see what had made his friend so worked up.


 


G-Man


 


G-Man


(8:32 am) How did the date go? 


(8:46 am) Hello? Come on I need answers


(9:12 am) Annabeth isnt answering her phone either


(9:13 am) Are you two together


(10:07 am) ok either you hooked up with her last night or you are working again


(10:09 am) which is ittttt


(10:10 am) bish pick up your goddamned phone 


(12:25 pm) im coming for you man


(3:59 pm) did you murder her???? Please say you didnt shes my friend


(4:31 pm) alright i give up call me when you can


Percy


Sorry Man (5:43 pm)


Got caught up in stuff (5:43 pm)


The date went great, Annabeth is really nice (5:44 pm)


 


G-Man


(5:44 pm) shit i hate you


(5:44 pm) i was legitimately worried for you


(5:44 pm) what have you been doing all day???


 


Percy


I trust you dont need another picture of annabeth (5:45 pm)


G-Man


(5:46 pm) nah ive got plenty shes really photogenic


(5:46 pm) WAIT


(5:46 pm) NO WAY


(5:46 pm) dude youve been with annabeth all day??


Percy


Yeah shes fun to be with (5:48 pm)


Im emotionally fucked (5:48 pm)


This woman has ruined me (5:48 pm)


Shes literally amazing (5:49 pm)


Not just in bed btw (5:49 pm)


We talked about hazels trashy novels all afternoon (5:50 pm)


G-Man


(5:51 pm) It’s been a single day


(5:51 pm) how are you already whipped


Percy


I don’t fucking know (5:51 pm)


Should i be scared (5:51 pm)


G-Man


(5:14 pm) yes


 


.


 


Annabeth had slept for at least an hour after he’d stopped talking to Grover over text. As Percy realized that she was out cold, he scooped her up in his arms, careful to keep his hands to himself so as not to disturb her sleep, he lay her gently in his bed and shut the door. 


 


When he recognized that the time was getting late and his stomach began to grumble, he began to rummage through the pantry to find something suitable to prepare for dinner. The last few weeks had found him in dire need of a home-cooked meal, meaning the pantry’s contents were sparse. The most he could find was a bag of rice and a can of peas that had been expired for three years, so he decided to order takeout.


 


Just after he finished ordering, a colleague called. 


 


“Good evening, Nico.” Percy answered, slightly annoyed that Nico had picked now to call. “What can I do for you?”


 


Nico jumped straight to the point, blunt as usual. “We’ve got a lead on our suspect, boss.” 


 


“Seriously?” Percy’s eyes widened in surprise. He’d been working with his team to find this man for months, yet they never found any concrete evidence. This, though, was a start. “Did you bring him to headquarters?”


 


“Yeah, he’s locked up in cell four. Real nice view of the torture chamber from there.”  Percy could hear the smug tones of Nico’s voice. The younger man had a kind soul with a wicked taste for revenge. 


 


He forced down his laugh. “Let Travis have a go at him, then send in Will to patch him up. I’ll be in on Monday to talk with him.”


 


“Why not tonight?” Nico asked suspiciously.


 


Percy coughed as a blush sprang to his cheeks. He was truly fortunate that Nico couldn’t see him. “I’m a bit occupied this weekend.”


 


“I’m sure you are,” Nico caught on quickly, a bored drawl to his voice. “Is it that girl your friend set you up with?”


 


“How’d you guess?” 


 


Percy could practically hear Nico rolling his eyes. “I’m a psychic.”


 


“I’m sure you are, man.” Percy turned to the doorway where he heard Annabeth approaching. “I’ll see you on Monday. Shoot me a text if he’s being difficult and I’ll come in sooner.” He hung up the phone and walked up to Annabeth, wrapping his arms around the sleepy woman.


 


“You didn’t have to put me back in bed,” she mumbled into his chest. Her curly hair was frizzy around her head, yet still ethereal. The smooth blonde curls contrasted wonderfully with her honey skin tone. The soft swell of her ass rested just under Percy’s spread palms, however he refrained from sliding his hands further down to let her fully wake up.


 


“You wouldn’t have been too comfortable on the floor,” Percy reasoned. Not to mention he reveled in the feel of her body nestled between his arms.


 


Rather than responding, Annabeth smiled and slipped out of his hold. Her hips swayed from left to right as she combed her fingers through her hair. She strode lazily towards the double doors leading to the balcony that was just large enough to hold a small furniture set. “You’re quite the gentleman, Percy.”


 


“My mother would rise from her grave if she heard otherwise.” Percy stood in place, interested to see her next move.


 


“She must have raised you well.”


 


His breath caught in his throat. Speaking of his mother was difficult enough, however, speaking of his childhood was like reliving hell. “She certainly tried.”


 


Annabeth’s next words were interrupted by the buzzing of the doorbell, followed by a series of fervent knocks.


 


“That doesn’t sound like the guy from Uber Eats,” Percy raised his eyebrow and made his way to the entryway. Annabeth stayed in the living room, recognizing that this visitor was not here for coffee and cakes.


He glanced through the peep-hole, groaned, and unlatched the door. “I told you I’d be in on Monday, Nico.”


Nico DiAngelo stood in the doorway, panting heavily. Travis Stoll stood behind him, wearing a frustrated scowl. The two men shoved their way into the condo, leaving Percy gaping. 


 


“You can’t just—hey!” Percy chased after them as they strode into his kitchen and began looking through his cupboards. “What the hell are you two doing here?”


 


“We are making sure you are still alive . You could have told us that you were hooking up with The Queen.” Travis muttered indignantly while shoving a spoonful of peanut butter in his mouth.


 


With her perfect timing, Annabeth chose right then to waltz into the kitchen. “Trav?” She asked, bewildered.


 


“Hello, Annabeth.” Travis muttered dryly. “Did Grover know what he was doing when he set you up with him?”


 


“I assume he did,” Annabeth smiled and took a seat, still as regal as ever despite her half-dressed state.


 


“Hold the fuck up.” Percy sat hard, biting his inner cheek in frustration. “Somebody tell me what is going on and what you all are talking about. There is no way that Annabeth is The Queen, Hazel works for her. Besides, we’ve had leads on the woman for years; she’s not subtle.”


 


“Oh, honey.” Annabeth’s laugh was clear as the night sky outside. “For such a smart man, you really are quite slow.”


 


Percy’s eyes narrowed at her. The woman who’d he had spent the entire day with and even given up parts of his past to had deceived him.


 


And he was pissed .


 


“Please, excuse me while I put on something more suitable.” Annabeth nodded at the group of men and sauntered off to the bedroom.


 


“Alright, I see why you’d sleep with her.” Travis muttered. “She’s got a great set of legs.”


 


“Travis?” Percy muttered through his hands, which were folded over his mouth in thought. “Shut up before I throw you in cell four.”


 


Travis paled, just slightly, and kept his mouth shut. While the men were good friends, Percy had always been quite strict on his employees following protocol, and even his close friends were no exception.


 


“Call Grover and Hazel. Have them here in ten minutes.”


 


“Yes, boss.” Nico stepped out of the kitchen to make the calls.


 


Annabeth reappeared in Percy’s line of sight. As much as his fury-clouded mind hated to admit it, she looked just as beautiful in her black number as she had the night before.


 


“There will be no weapons present tonight,” she said as she sat across from Percy. “I have a few of my comrades on their way, and we can negotiate, now that we've finally found each other.”


 


“How did you figure out it was me you were looking for?” Percy asked, eyes narrowed even as they swept over her body.


 


“Grover let it slip when he was telling me about you. He’s an excellent employee, but an awful secret-keeper. I’ll admit, I wasn’t too keen on showing up last night after I learned who you were, but curiosity got the better of me. I did have a good time.” She smiled at the end, genuinely. But how could he even tell anymore? She’d been lying to him the entire time they’d been in one another’s presence. She had known who he was in relation to her and not done a goddamn thing about it.


 


And he was still falling for her.


 


“Why do you want my help so badly?” Annabeth asked, drawing his attention away from his thoughts. “I’m practically on the other side of the ‘war’. Who’s to say I won’t turn you in the second you fire your gun?”


 


“Because I have good reasoning, Annabeth. My executions may not be the greatest, but I have very strong reasoning for the people I go after.”


 


“And that reasoning would be?” She questioned.


 


Percy’s lips quirked upward. “You’ll just have to wait until we’re on fair playing ground. It was you who set the rules, if I recall correctly.”


 


Annabeth nodded slowly. She broke their stare off and turned her attention to the gleaming city below. “I've dedicated my entire adult life to protecting this city from people like you. What can drive a person to do such inhumane acts as The Rook himself?”


 


The door opened and closed once more. Percy looked up alarmingly as he reached for Travis's gun, but the intruders were only Hazel, Grover, and a man with curly brown hair and a mischievous glint to his eye.


 


“Good evening, boss,” the brunette said. “You found The Rook?”


 


“With some help,” Annabeth winked. “Hello, Hazel, dear. Can you bring out the NDA, please?”


 


Percy's jaw clenched. He took a deep breath, as he refused to explode at Hazel, no matter how frustrated he was.


 


“Nico, Travis, bring everyone to my office. I'll be back in a few moments.”


 


The two men nodded, beckoning for the rest to follow them to the office. In addition to needing a few moments to cool down, he refused to present his case to The Queen—Annabeth— whoever , in sweats.


 


.


 


After changing into one of his more casual suits, Percy stood outside of his office where his entire career hung in the balance. He almost backed out. He almost gave up and ran out of the apartment.


 


When Percy Jackson closed his eyes, he saw all of the awful people he's taken down and tortured. He saw each of their pained faces just before they'd died. He saw the silhouette of the man he hated most. 


 


When Percy Jackson closed his eyes, he saw Gabriel Ugliano. He saw the man who had abused his mother, killed her, and gotten away with it .


  


Then he saw his mother. His beautiful, sweet mother. The woman he'd lost at just twelve years old. Maybe that's what truly broke him and drove him to do this. Maybe it wasn't his love to see justice served. Maybe it wasn't his hatred for people who destroyed the world's beauty. Maybe it was simply his mother and her strength that pushed him in this direction.


 


Gathering up his confidence—and his will to live—Percy opened the door to the office. Annabeth sat on one side of the desk. The other side’s chair was empty. Hazel and the man whose name he didn’t know flanked Annabeth, while Nico and Travis flanked his own chair. Grover stood off to the side, intent on observing. 


 


He rounded the desk to the table with various whiskey decanters and pulled out two glasses. As he poured the drinks, expressionless, he could feel Annabeth’s gaze hot on his back. Rather, his ass.




“Have the NDAs been signed?” He asked as he turned around.


 


“All but you,” Annabeth gestured to the file that rested on the table.


 


Percy set the glass in front of her before taking a seat and signing the agreement, not bothering to read it. He’s read through plenty of these files to get the jist of it.


 


“So,” he started, taking a sip of his whiskey, “you want to know my motives?” She nodded once. “I’m not going to give you my whole sob-story of a childhood, it gets a bit repetitive. What I will tell you, is that I’m only after one man. Sure, I’ll go for others every now and then if they;ve done something awful enough to catch my attention, but other than them, I only care about seeing one to his justice.” 


 


“What exactly is ‘worthy’ of your attention, Percy?” Annabeth asked slowly.


“Sex offenders, human traffickers, murderers of innocents, people like that.” He shrugged, something he’d quickly learned that she hated. “I’m not truly a bad person, sweetheart. Just a guy who can’t stand the justice system, so he serves it on his own.”


 


Annabeth clenched her jaw. Nonetheless, he could see her defenses cracking. “While I don’t agree with your ways, I will agree. Now, you still haven’t explained the one man that you are after.”


 


“His name is Gabriel Ugliano.” He said quietly. Behind Annabeth, Hazel’s eyes widened, but she said nothing. “He killed my mother, and I want him to pay for what he’s done. In the years since I’ve seen him, he’s become an unregistered sex offender on multiple accounts as well as trafficking minors.” 


 


The room was silent for quite a while as Annabeth processed this information. After draining her glass of whiskey, she looked up at Percy. Her eyes were dark, and her lips were pursed in frustration. “Why didn’t you just take the case to the police?”  Her words were gentle, and that made Percy melt just a little bit.


 


He inhaled deeply, then waved Travis and Nico away. “Close the door on your way out, please,” he asked. When it was only him and Annabeth in the room, he met her eyes and sighed. “I’ve known you for just a day, but I’ve known of you for almost a decade. How is it that you are so different from every piece of evidence I’ve picked up?”


 


“I do what I have to in order to stay on the ‘good’ side of the scale. I have built my entire reputation on being a good person who is seemingly untouchable while also having every move available to her. But that isn’t me, that is simply what I have to do to stay on top. I’m a private detective; one of the best people to help with a case. I’m not in this business the way you are. I completely agree, the people you have spoken of deserve the worst consequences possible, and oftentimes, the justice system does not do their job to the fullest extent.” She explained. She held Percy’s gaze the entire time she spoke, even going as far as to place her hand over his own. “I want to help you. I really do.”


 


“But you can’t,” Percy finished. She shook her head sadly. 


 


Annabeth stood from her chair and rounded the table, coming to a stop between his legs. “I have never come to care about someone as quickly as I have for you, Percy.”


 


“I am utterly enchanted by you, sweetheart.” His hands came to rest on her hips.


 


She kissed him softly, slowly. As she pulled away, she kept her eyes trained on his own. “I am sorry that I lied to you while we were together. Once you got talking—I couldn’t bring myself to tell you.”


 


“While I appreciate your concern, I understand. I do. Realistically, I would have done the same thing, had our situations been reversed.”


 


“You wouldn’t help this case if you were me, then?” Annabeth asked. Ever so slowly, so gently, she lowered herself to sit in his lap. Her hands clung to the lapels of his jacket, his secured on her back. 


 


After a moment’s pause, Percy sighed. “While tempted, no. This is—this is something I have to do on my own.” He could hear the muffled voices of the group outside the door, and it only heightened his anxiety. “I’m terrified of him, Annabeth. I have spent years searching for him, and now that I’m so close to having him, I feel like I’m going to pass out anytime I think about him. He tortured my mother and myself, and I want him to suffer for it, but how can I if I seize up when things get too real?”


 


Annabeth kissed her lover’s temple, then his nose, then his lips. “I can’t help you directly, but know that I’m in your corner. I don’t know your favorite color, your pet peeve, or your night routine, but I do know that you can do this. You can do this and anything else you set your mind to, got it?”


 


Percy nodded, at a loss for words. He shut his eyes and leaned his head against her shoulder. “They probably think we’re fucking, you know.”


 


“Want to prove them right?” Annabeth asked, a devilish smirk on her lips.


 


“Maybe later,” he bit his lip, swallowing hard as he set Annabeth lightly on the floor and stood up. “I need to sort out a few things with Grover and Hazel—although, we could always moan at the wall  for good measure.”


 


“Holy shit—you are such a child ,” she said, despite her laughter. 


 


With a wink, Percy held the door open for Annabeth, stepping out after her to face the group of people waiting for them outside.


 


“Do we have a verdict?” Nico asked, not looking up from his phone.


 


“Yeah,” Percy ran his hand through his hair, only disheveling further. “No partnership—nothing official, at least. As for you two,” he turned to Grover and Hazel, his annoyed expression returning. “We’ve got a lot to talk about. Other than that, everything is taken care of.”


 


Annabeth and the still unnamed curly-headed man made their way to the front door, but not before she stole a few strawberries from the kitchen. As she turned to close the door behind her, she stopped and looked towards Percy. “What do you plan on doing after you catch him?”


 


Percy grinned, shrugging. “I think I’ll go into photography.”


 


.


 


ii.
 


Cell four was the most dreaded soul of Percy’s warehouse. It had the perfect view of each torture device, as well as the least amount of space. It was kept pristine, with no evidence of the last prisoner to be held in it. 


 


Gabriel Ugliano knew this first hand, as he was the current inhabitant of the cell in question. He’d been in the cell for two days without food or drink. Percy had made sure to put the torture equipment to excelent use—on other’s, of course. He’d quickly learned that the best way to get in one’s head. Put on a good demonstration to make them worry; to make them think that was the worst they had coming, then do something a hundred times worse.


 


Just like he’d told his lover, Percy had been horrified when he first confronted Gabe. He refused to step foot into the warehouse for the first day-and-a-half. After some gentle convincing from Will and a hard shove from Nico, he’d finally made it inside.


 


“Good evening,” Percy said quietly, stepping into the light of the dingy lamp. “It’s certainly been a while.”


 


Gabe looked up at his ex-stepson for a few moments, then began to laugh hoarsely. “You are the one who put me in this cell? Kid, I fuckin’ raised you. What makes you think that you can lock me up?”


 


It was Percy’s turn to laugh. “You have no idea, Gabriel. You have no idea why I would lock you up? You didn’t raise me, you hit me. You killed my mother . I think that I’ve got a pretty good reason to lock you up. Please, correct me if I’m wrong.”


 


Gabe sighed heavily. “You ain’t wrong, kid. I did kill her. I should have killed you while I was at it, apparently.”


 


Percy bit his tongue hard, drawing the taste of copper to his mouth. He turned to Travis, who stood just a few meters away. “Take him to the tank. Don’t let him out.”


 


“You got it, boss.” Travis nodded curtly, calling on Michael and Nyssa to help him keep Gabe restrained.


 


Percy watched with blurred vision as three of his employees grappled with the obese man, eventually getting him across the floor to an airtight chamber. 


 


“You will regret this, you son of a bitch!” Gabe yelled violently as he pounded on the glass.


 


“I don’t think I will,” Percy muttered to himself. He remained stoic as Travis flipped a small switch on the wall, which began the slow trickle of water into the chamber. “Michael, Nyssa, watch him until he goes. Thank you.” He nodded to the both of them in thanks, rushing out of the warehouse with Travis hot on his tail. As soon as the door closed behind him, Percy dropped to his knees, gasping for air. Tears rolled freely down his cheeks. More than anything, he wished that Annabeth had been with him. He wished that his mother would hold him, comfort him, tell him it was all going to be alright. 


 


It was done. He had completed his goal. What now? What was the purpose of his life if it wasn’t to seek revenge?


 


Well—photography was always an option.


 


.


 


He hadn’t lied to Annabeth; he did own quite a few elite photography schools, and he even taught a few classes from time to time, to boost morale. When he took up photography full-time, though, he felt himself grow lighter. Each death he’d framed, each person he’d tortured until they were bloody and bruised eventually slipped from his mind for a few hours. 


 


After setting up well-paying new jobs for his old employees, he decided to focus on the arts for a while before going back into business. While all evidence of his former operations had been destroyed, he still wanted to lay low for a few years, just in case.


 


He spent more time outdoors. Nature was fascinating. After taking a day to sit in the middle of the woods in a clearing to simply observe, he felt freer than ever. It was like the universe was forgiving him for all of his misdoings—or rather, he was forgiving himself .


 


It had been nearly three months since he’d last seen Annabeth walk out of his condo. Three months since he’d seen her gorgeous smile or heard her enchanting voice. His hopes of seeing her again had long-since depleted. He didn’t dare ask Grover or Hazel, which would risk both his pride and Annabeth’s business. Percy had been foolish enough not to ask for her phone number, and phone books were no longer common, so he had ultimately no way of reaching her.


 


In early June, Percy took a trip to Long Island. He rented the same beach house that his mother used to rent for a weekend in the summer on Montauk Beach. He had bought a high-quality under-water camera back in April and had been waiting for the perfect day to test it out in something other than his jacuzzi tub, which brought back heart wrenching memories.


 


Dressed in swim shorts that were decorated in goldfish, he took a deep breath before plunging into the water. It was still a bit chilly from the colder months, but it was nothing unbearable.


 


The pictures from the afternoon’s trip turned out quite well, much to Percy’s delight. Schools of fish dazzled his camera roll, as well as various plant species that had looked especially beautiful underwater.


 


His thick, curly hair was still drying when he stepped out of the house to take a walk down the beach. The cool ocean breeze sent a chill through his bones, and he wished, not for the first time, that Annabeth were here with him, even just for a moment.


 


The grainy sand slipped through his toes, coating his feet with a thin layer of the yellow substance. Ignoring his discomfort, he basked in the warm summer sun, letting the rays warm his face and exposed chest. 


 


“It’s a lovely view, isn’t it?” A feminine voice cropped up beside him, light as the breeze. Annabeth .


 


“So lovely,” he agreed, closing his eyes to hold back the tears of relief.


 


Slowly, their hands came together, clasped tightly, never ready to let go. 


 


.


 


In the end, sweetheart, it’s just you and me.
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Summary


Percy never liked the idea of falling in love. When he stood on the empty sidewalks of New York City at midnight, it seemed impossible. He wanted to be free for his whole life. He didn’t want to be held back by someone who might not love him back.


So at the age of twenty-six, Percy was still hell-bent on living his life to the fullest (without a partner). He was used to the teasing from his married friends, his sister, and even the old lady across the hall from his dingy apartment. Despite all this, someone still walked in on his life and wrecked his plans. All those years of decisions down the garbage disposal, all because of a certain Anna Beth Chase.


or


the road trip au with traumatized stubborn Percy, hot smart(also traumatized) Annabeth, and extreme third wheel Grover that no one asked for


Notes


i have been working on this for over a year. maybe two. ive lost track at this point. anyways travel au enjoy <3


title from Lie to Me by 5sos


there may or may not be a brooklyn 99 reference hidden in here


part 1 of 2


See the end of the work for more notes
Part One- The Travel






Percy never liked the idea of falling in love. When he stood on the empty sidewalks of New York City at midnight, it seemed impossible. He wanted to be free for his whole life. He didn’t want to be held back by someone who might not love him back. 


 


So at the age of twenty-six, Percy was still hell-bent on living his life to the fullest (without a partner). He was used to the teasing from his married friends, his sister, and even the old lady across the hall from his dingy apartment. Despite all this, someone still walked in on his life and wrecked his plans. All those years of decisions down the garbage disposal, all because of a certain Anna Beth Chase.


 


***


 


The hotel was Grover’s idea, the pool Percy’s. Both were equally horrible in the long run. The hotel was nice enough, one of many Hamptons across the country. On a month-long trip down the east coast with his best friend, they’d gotten tired of sleeping in the back of the van. Sleeping in a van down by The River may be more acceptable these days, but it wasn't very comfortable for two people in a literal minivan. So they’d gotten a room at a Hampton Inn and immediately rushed down to the pool (because it’s a pool, why else?) Bad idea. Or good, depending on how you looked at it. Either way, it was where Percy met the person who both made and destroyed his life.


 


             ***


 


“Dude, there is no one here. You can take the swim shirt off.” Percy urged his friend.


 


Grover chewed at his nails, a(n extremely) nervous habit of his. “But what if someone walks in?”


 


Percy sighed. “Do whatever you want, G-Man. If it makes you feel better, keep the shirt on. You have nothing to be embarrassed about.”


 


“Okay.” Grover kept the shirt on, smiling to himself over the small victory. “Actually, there is someone here. See?” he pointed to the left corner of the room, where a girl about their age sat on one of the benches on her phone, looking lost in thought.


 


“Huh…” Percy squinted, trying to get a better view. “Maybe she’ll want to race?”


 


“You just want an excuse to show off.”


 


“Maybe,” he grinned before beginning to walk over to the girl. Now that he was closer, he could see that she had a few blonde strands of hair sticking out of the secure towel on her head. She wore a bikini with high-waisted floral bottoms. To sum it up, she was hot .


 


“Hi,” he greeted her, standing a few feet away. She looked up, confused.


 


“Hi? Can I help you?” she asked slowly. Her voice was pretty, like honey flowing over the spoon. Smooth, slow.


 


“Yeah. I was wondering if you wanted to hang out with my friend and me. You looked lonely.” He gestured back at Grover, who waved timidly.


 


The girl looked back down at her phone, frowning. Then she threw it in her bag as if to say ‘fuck it’, and got up. “Sure. I’m Anna, by the way.”


 


“Percy.” They shook hands, and he gave her a small smile.


 


The pair walked over to Grover, her bags in tow.


 


“I see Percy roped you into coming to swim with us. He’s good at that.” Grover grinned.


 


“Seems like it.” Anna rolled her eyes. “I’m Anna.”


 


“Grover, nice to meet you.” he nodded towards her politely.


 


“You too,” she said. “So, Percy…you talk very loud, and I heard something about a race.” Anna smiled, her eyes crinkling. 


 


“I did. Wanna?”


 


“Only if you promise not to go easy on me.”


 


“Deal.” Grover and Percy nodded quickly, agreeing to the terms.


 


Grover opted for the steps, slowly getting used to the colder temperature of the pool.


 


“I bet I can make a bigger splash than you.” Anna challenged Percy.


 


Percy took the opportunity to look at her properly. She wasn’t exactly tiny…more like petite. She was tall but lean. Her bikini showed her muscles perfectly, showing that she was no light lifter. “Sure,” he grinned.


 


They stepped up onto the starting blocks, signaling for Grover to judge.


 


“Cannon-ball, right?” Percy asked. Anna nodded.


 


“Anna, you go first.” Grover grinned. “Percy needs his ego to get smushed.”


 


Anna snickered quietly before turning serious, then jumping. She was right—her splash was huge. She knew just how to curl her body to hit the water. The water splashed up in the air, getting a few droplets on Percy’s abdomen. 


 


When she surfaced, she whipped her hair out of her eyes and smirked up at him. “How was it?”


 


“Average.” Percy lied.


 


“Bullshit,” Grover grumbled. “You could beat him any day.”


 


“Sure. Watch this.” Percy grinned and leapt off of the starter block, making sure that he fell into the water so his head was forward. Admittedly, the splash hurt his butt, but if it made the splash bigger then it was worth it. 


 


He surfaced, wiping the water away from his eyes and pushing his hair back. “Thoughts?”


 


“Average,” Anna mocked him.


 


“Mean,” Percy pouted.


 


“That sucked, dude,” Grover said. It was always painfully easy to tell when he was lying, and sadly, this was a time of obvious truth.


 


“Damnit, I thought I’d gotten better.”


Anna just rolled her eyes, smiling gleefully. “What do you say about that race?”


 


***


 


It didn’t take Grover and Percy long to convince Anna to finish out the road trip with them. It was a spontaneous decision on her part—she’d taken a few days off from work to take a weekend away by herself, then extended her time to the rest of the month just for this trip with two people she hardly knew. A miracle, really.


 


The morning after, they met in the lobby of the hotel for a quick breakfast of waffles and chocolate milk before getting on the road. The minivan was packed with luggage despite the small population(Anna had a suitcase for books and color pencils?).


 


“I take it that you like to draw?” Percy asked bluntly as her suitcase exploded in the back of the van.


 


Anna grit her teeth. “Yeah. I’ll clean it all up, I’m really sorry.” 


 


“It’s okay. At least it wasn’t Percy’s underwear this time.” he teased his friend.


 


“What kind of music do you like?” Percy changed the subject before they could get any more into his American Apparel Underwear.


 


“Either of you like Panic at the Disco?” she asked lightly.


 


Grover’s eyes widened. “Fuck yeah!” he pulled up the Spotify playlist from his position in the passenger seat.


 


You put a sour little flavor in my mouth now


You move in circles hoping no one's gonna find out


But we're so lucky


Kiss the ring and let 'em bow down


Looking for the time of your life (no one's gonna find out)


 


“What a coincidence,” Grover chuckled.


 


Percy sighed, annoyed. “This song is about a woman cheating on her husband, G-Man.”


 


“Still a good song, though.” Anna shrugged. She sat back in her seat with a sketchpad and a case of PrismaColors.


 


The van was filled with the sound of Too Weird to Live, Too Rare to Die and the scratching of Anna’s pencils. At least, until they heard police sirens blaring behind them.


 


“Shit,” Percy muttered, pulling over and turning the music all the way down. “I haven’t registered the van in three years.”


 


“That’s illegal, dude.” Anna laughed, continuing to draw.


 


Percy rolled down the window as the bald police officer walked up to the vehicle. 


 


“I’m so sorry,” Percy said sheepishly.


 


“Your van hasn’t been registered since 2019, son.” said the officer.


 


“Again, I’m really sorry. I thought I did it, then we set out on this road trip and it slipped my mind. I will register as soon as I get back to my home state.”


 


“When will that be?”


 


Percy bit his lip, looking over at Grover. “Two, three weeks maybe? We are taking a pretty lengthy vacation.”


 


The officer sighed, rubbing his temple. “Who’s the girl in the back?”


 


“I’m Anna.” she smiled sweetly at the officer.


 


“You know these guys?”


 


“Yes. We’re friends.”




“Alright…” he turned his attention back to Percy. “I’m going to need to take a look at all your IDs, son.”


 


“Yeah, of course. Just give us a second.” Percy nodded, pulling his wallet out. “Anna, do you have your ID?”


 


“Here,” she threw the card at him, returning to her drawing.


 


He handed the IDs to the man, hoping they could get out of this unscathed.


 


“Your name is… Perseus ?” the officer asked, obviously surprising a burst of laughter.


 


“My mom got creative.” Percy blushed heavily.


 


“Alright. Everything looks good. You kids stay safe,” he paused, pointing to Percy. “And register your van, son.”


 


“Yes, sir. Have a good day.” he nodded at the officer, who backed away from the van and went back to his own car.


 


“You, my friend, are a lucky man.” Anna patted his head, ruffling his hair


 


***


 


The trio stared up at the list of rooms and prices gaping. They'd found the crummiest looking motel in Delaware and a room with two queen size beds still cost nearly eighty dollars for a night. 


 


"You are sure you don't want your own room?" Percy asked Anna for the millionth time.


 


Anna sighed, agitated. "I'm fine with it if you both are fine with it. I trust you both not to do shady shit, so just hand the poor lady the card so she doesn't have to listen to us jabber anymore."


 


Grover shot the desk lady an apologetic look. "Sorry about them. We'll take a room with two queen beds, please."  He handed the tired-looking lady his credit card.


 


"Room 13, dears. Have a good night," she said kindly. 


 


"You too," Percy smiled at her as they walked outside. Down the right side of the motel were the evens, on the left were the odds. Their room was near the end of the left side.


 


"Sure is packed for a Wednesday," Grover muttered quietly. There were about twelve other cars in the lot. At one of the corners they were headed towards, a couple of teenagers stood against the truck bed smoking what looked like a small pack of cigarettes. 


 


Percy gulped, trying not to inhale the sickly scent. 


 


"You alright?" Anna asked tentatively.


 


He gave her a tight smile, nodding. They were closer to the people now, and he could see a man getting out of the truck's cab. The man was bloated and drunk, his bald head shining in the moonlight. Squinting, he realized that this man was familiar. That scruffy stubble, that pizza grease stained shirt. He knew that smell. The smell of Phillip Morris cigarettes. The smell of stale Bud Light and illegal garage poker games.


 


"Come on, boy. Give me the money and you don't get hurt."


 


Percy's eyes widened as he realized who was standing no less than fifty feet away from him. He stumbled backward, his eyes glued to the man. His breathing quickened and his head pounded. The sound of blood rushing through his veins blocked out all other noise. This man could not be here; it was impossible. Has it been twelve years already? Time couldn't go that fast, could it? Despite all the voices in his head screaming otherwise, the man by the truck was most certainly Gabe Ugliano.


 


"And remember—don't tell your mother."


 


"Percy?" Anna knelt in front of him, panicked. 


 


"Give him a second, Anna," Grover laid a hand on her shoulder softly. "I'm going to go talk to those people, can you stay here with him?"


 


She nodded slowly. She turned back to Percy. Tears were welling in his eyes.


 


"Talk to me, Perce. What's going on?"


 


Percy bit his lip hard, drawing blood. He shook his head, and tears began to spill. 


 


Anna took his hand, rubbing circles around his knuckles. "That's okay. You don't have to talk. Focus on breathing. In, out. In, out." She directed him, and he did his best to follow. After several more minutes, he was able to calm down enough to move. 


 


He patted the ground beside him, gesturing for her to sit. "Thank you," he croaked.


 


"You're welcome," Anna said softly. "Want to talk?"


 


"Once we are inside," he said gruffly as Grover returned. 


 


Grover looked back at the group of people nervously. "Um—we need to get inside. Can you stand?"


 


Percy nodded, rising to his feet carefully. "Was it him?" he asked, hardly audible.


 


Grover paused, glanced back, then nodded slowly. "He didn't recognise me, but he'll see you if we don't hurry up."


 


They continued walking towards their room, their heads bowed. 


 


"Oi, see that kid?" a gravelly voice called from behind them.


 


"Think it's him?" asked another, this time female.


 


"Naw, he don't go out of New York—too much of a townie."


 


"You sure, Gabe? The guy from earlier looked like his kid friend." A male voice, now.


 


"It's not them, drop it, Eddie!"


 


They made it to the room and unlocked the door, all three letting out a gasp once safely inside.


 


"Who the fuck were they?" Anna asked as she shut the blinds. 


 


Grover and Percy glanced at each other. "The old guy was my…ex-step-dad."


 


Anna's face contorted with worry. "Is that why you…"


 


Percy nodded, sitting on the bed, head in his hands. "He must have gotten out of jail about two years ago. I hadn't spared him a thought until... now."


 


When he was six, his mom was in a pretty bad financial situation. She'd been working two part-time jobs. They lived in one of the shittier areas of New York City, meaning that not only the buildings were trash, but so were the people. All the people but his mom. His mom was the best person in the world. She'd bring home candy samples from the candy shop she worked at as a treat for Percy, and they would drink hot tea and snuggle under the blankets on the days that the heating broke in the winter. But then came Gabriel Ugliano. 


 


It was evident that (as shallow as it may be) his mom only married Gabe because of their desperate need for money. Gabe had money, they didn't. His mom had love, Gabe didn't. That became clear after about thirty seconds of their marriage. Within three months, beer cans and cigarette packs littered the apartment, and the stench of smoke was permanently in the air.


 


It took a year for Gabe to show his truest colors to Percy. While Gabe certainly had money, most of it went towards his gambling addiction and his precious Camaro. The first time Percy didn't have any money on him, Gabe had ripped his shirt off in search of a few bucks. Standing in the living room, shirtless and afraid, Gabe said the words that caused this to go on for so many more years; " Don't tell your mother."


 


Sometimes it was worse, other times it was better. Percy didn't suspect that Gabe was doing things to his mother until he was almost twelve, and that's what broke the dam. He told his mother everything. The beatings, the stealing, the lying. No matter how many times Gabe had tried to break him, it was seeing his mom cry that did it. That day was the day that his life began to look towards the sun. Gabe was arrested. His mother remarried a better man and they now have a daughter together. Percy was out living his best life, free from the burden of a lying, abusive stepfather. 


 


He explained all of this to Anna, trying to tell her without going into too much gruesome detail. The entire time, she nodded along, her eyes laced with worry and concern, sometimes hurt. 


 


Grover sat beside Percy, glancing at him occasionally with a worried expression. Percy had known Grover since he was twelve, a few months before Gabe had been arrested. Despite being oblivious to many things in life, Grover could read the emotions of anyone just by looking at them, it seemed. So of course, he worked out what was going on and helped Percy tell his mom. While it certainly wasn't an easy task, it was worth it all these years later. 


 


Throughout his entire story, Anna clenched her fists, struggling to keep her mouth shut. When Percy finally finished his story, her brows were furrowed in deep thought, eyes glistening with rage.


 


“That fuckbag…” She muttered when he finished. Percy had talked endlessly about his mom over the hours-long car ride, and she didn't deserve this; neither did he. “He deserves way more than twelve years.”


 


“I know, right?” Percy chuckled darkly. “He got some time, that's all that matters.”


 


Grover rolled his eyes. “Judging by what we just saw, I don't think he learned much of a lesson.”


 


Anna rose from her position across from the boys and began to pace the length of the room. “He's with a bunch of teenagers, there's no way they are safe.”


 


“Nothing about him is but...Anna, we can't just go out there. It's a miracle they didn't recognize Grover. They almost saw me and hell knows what he'd do to you.” Percy leaned against the headboard, pulling his knees to his chest once more.


 


“I can defend myself!” Anna defended herself.


 


“We know, it's just you really shouldn't have to.” Grover looked her in the eye.


 


She backed down, heaving a sigh. “Okay. We’ll let them finish with their shit, sleep a wonderful night's rest, then we will get back on the road in the morning.”


 


“Right,” Percy yawned, running his fingers through his already disheveled hair. 


 


Grover made a weak attempt to smile. “Let's get some sleep then. Tomorrow we are going to do a lot of walking, so we need our energy.”


 


***


 


He couldn't sleep. No matter how many ‘calming sounds’ he listened to on YouTube, or turtles swimming through the ocean, he was still restless despite his utter exhaustion. 


 


After about three hours of tossing and turning, he gave up and got out of bed. Grover and Anna were fast asleep (or so he thought), so he felt that he was safe to slip outside for some air. He grabbed his room key and a sweatshirt before cracking the door open, grimacing at the loud screech.


 


He sat against the side of the building, looking out over the empty lot. About half the cars from earlier remained, Gabe’s pickup not included. He breathed a sigh of relief knowing this, glad that he was unlikely to see the wretched man again(unless?)


 


Alone with his thoughts, Percy looked up at the clear night sky. The constellation Hercules shone brightly upon him, the twinkling stars lighting up the otherwise dark area. The breeze ruffled his hair, and the small gust calmed him. For a few seconds, he was able to forget about the events of the earlier night. Of course, that could only last for a few seconds, because the door clicked open and Anna stepped out. 


 


She glanced around, searching for Percy. When she spotted him on the ground she cast him a small smile and made her way over.


 


"Everything alright?" she crouched in front of him, her face lined with worry. 


 


Percy sighed, rubbing his eyes. "I think so. Almost. Just thinking, I guess."


 


Anna frowned. "Do you want to talk about it?"


He looked up, the most vulnerable he's been in years. He nodded slowly, faster as he gained confidence that he did want to talk.


 


"I really wasn't expecting to see him ever again after the police took him away when I was twelve." he chuckled darkly, taking Anna's hand and guiding her to sit beside him. "At the time I didn't realize that twelve years wasn't forever, and people like Gabe didn't just change magically after a few reprimands. There were a lot of times when I just forgot about him altogether after that. Sometimes when something triggered my mom I remembered, and that set me off to some extent, but never as bad as her."


 


"Is she doing better now?" Anna asked, placing her hand on Percy's forearm.


 


He nodded. "She remarried my high school English teacher. He's a great guy, and now they've got a kid, her name's Estelle. I love her so much."


 


"Tell me about your sister." 


 


Percy pulled out his phone and brought up a picture album of the now eight-year-old girl. "This is her. She's turning nine next March."


 


"She's adorable," Anna said softly.


 


"Yeah. Once she asked for a unicorn for her birthday, so I brought her to a goat farm in hopes of finding a one-horned goat."


 


"That's really admirable of you," she paused, then looked away, blushing slightly. "I haven't known you for long at all, but I've noticed that you do a lot of things like that...even the little things. You are so loyal to those you love that you'd do anything for them."


 


It was Percy's turn to blush. "My momma taught me well, then."


 


Anna looked up at him, their eyes locking. "Yeah...she did."


 


***


 


Half an hour later, Percy had learned more about Anna than he had about his father in his entire life.


 


"Can I ask you a question?" Percy asked.


 


"Sure," 


 


"When we got pulled over earlier and you handed me your ID, I noticed that your name is Anna Beth, which seems strange because it was listed as a middle name, but it's said as a first name."


 


She rolled her eyes. "When we met, I felt like going by Anna instead of Annabeth or Beth. That's all."


 


"Can I call you Annabeth?" Percy all but whispered.


 


"You can call me whatever you want, Percy."


 


"Alright then, Annabeth." he stood, cracking his knees after sitting on the hard ground for so long. "We should get inside. Motel lots after midnight can be sketchy." he grinned, feeling better than he had the entire night.


 


*** 


 


Percy awoke to the glorious sight of Grover's hand resting over his face. He groaned and rolled away so he was facing the wall. For a few blissful moments, he was able to pretend that he hadn't broken down in front of two of his friends and lost all his pride. But then, he couldn't pretend anymore. Escaping reality would do him no good. Last night was a one-time thing, and it was very unlikely to see his ex-stepfather again. 


 


This thought calmed him enough to let him get out of bed. He sat up, wiping the sleep from his eyes. The clock read 6:21. He got out of bed and padded to the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, he discovered how much of a wreck he really was. His hair stuck up in every direction possible, his cheeks stained with tears and a dry string of drool at the corner of his mouth. He glanced at the shower suspiciously. Brown spots lined the edges of the showerhead, yellow and pink stains spotted the walls. 


 


Yeah, no shower for him today. Stick to the sink, Perce.


 


Percy splashed some water on his face and rubbed his facial soap into his pores. If there was anything his mother taught him, it was that hygiene is important no matter where you are. 


 


And that shower was not hygienic. 


 


He walked back into the bedroom. Annabeth sat up in bed, her curls a frizzy mess.


 


"Morning, sleepyhead," Percy grinned, flopping back on his own bed (crushing Grover's foot in the process).


 


Annabeth grunted sleepily, attempting to smooth down her hair. Spoiler: it didn't work. Annoyed, she trudged over to the other bed and lay down across Percy and Grover's feet. "Why are you up so early?" she groaned.


 


"The curtains are shit and the sun woke me up," he said. Grover looked up, rolled his eyes, and flopped back down. 


 


"Where are we going today again?" Grover asked.


 


"D.C. All the tourist attractions are free!" he grinned.


 


"Seriously?" Annabeth sat up quickly.


 


"Seriously. All we had to do was make reservations." Grover shrugged, a tired smile playing at his lips.


 


"We've got to go to the Smithsonian." Annabeth's eyes widened. She leaned forward slightly. "They have dinosaurs." 


 


"We need to go see the frickin' dinosaurs. Get up, man!" Percy lightly smacked Grover's chest.


 


"I'm up, chill." he sat up, combing his fingers through his hair. "I need you two to get off me, though." 


 


***


 


Three hours later, they were in the midst of the Fossil Hall in the Natural History Smithsonian. The pterodactyl swinging across the ceiling was massive, giving all three the massive urge to find a way to climb on it. After several attempts of ladder hunting, Annabeth deemed it impossible. 


 


Disappointed, they left the fossil exhibit to avoid further temptations.


 


"We should find some of that powder space food," Percy suggested as they walked towards the Air and Space sector of the National Mall. 


 


"That shit is nasty," Grover rolled his eyes. "But if you want to be puking in the bathroom in twenty minutes, be my guest.."


 


Percy looked down at Annabeth. "You want to?" 


 


She sighed despite the smile on her lips. "You better hold my hair back, then." She glanced over at Grover, who was giving her a disapproving look. "Sorry," she shrugged.


 


"Well then what are we waiting for?" Absent-mindedly, Percy grabbed Annabeth’s hand, who then pulled Grover along with them, laughing gleefully. 


 


Then weaved around people, tripping over each other but having a grand time just the same. Thinking back, Percy realized he's never had so much fun. 


 


When the trio reached the souvenir shop, they were breathless but enthusiastic all the same. Even Grover had loosened up to the idea of astronaut food puke. 


 


"Eight bucks for that ?" Annabeth grimaced at the tiny package of astro-food.


 


Percy slung his arm over her shoulder. "How do you think they make their money, Annabeth?" 


 


"I thought your name was Anna?" Grover asked, confused.


 


"It is." she rolled her eyes, grabbing nine of the packets. "Grover, are you eating this shit too?"


 


"I'm gonna pass," he wrinkled his nose.


 


"Just you and me then, Perce." She put one packet back, then handed Percy four. "What do you bet you can fit all those in your mouth?"


 


He glanced at the price of the packets, then at the food in his hands. "Thirty-six."


 


"That's just the cost of the food." Grover chuckled. 


 


"Fine then. Forty."


 


"Confident now, aren't we?" Annabeth raised her eyebrow, smirking. The way she said it, with the slight rasp to her voice, made a chill run up Percy's spine. It would be foolish to say that she wasn't attractive, but the competitive side was more than that.


 


"I'm not saying you won't win, I'm just saying that I've got a big mouth."


 


"I've noticed, trust me." Annabeth groaned, heading towards the register. Grover snorted, following after her. Percy stood, bewildered. After a moment, he ran to catch up with them. 


 


"I didn't take you for a witty person," he raised his eyebrow.


 


"Sure you didn't. My most recent ex broke up with me because I swore too much."


 


"That's a crappy thing to do," Grover grunted.


 


Percy handed the cashier his wallet. "Were they some superstitious religious dude?"


 


"No, she just didn't like the zero-filter version of me."


 


"I find that hard to believe," Percy muttered. "Give me your packets, I'm paying."


 


"Wha-no. I can pay for myself."


 


"I know you can, but it was my idea and so I'm paying." he challenged.


 


"I'll go get more packets so it will be too much for you to pay." She straightened her posture. 


 


"I will still pay." he held out his hand. Neither was backing down. After a solid minute of a staring contest, Annabeth gave in and slapped the packets into his hand.


 


"Add these to the total, please." he smiled at the cashier.


 


"Sure, hon." She rolled her eyes and scanned the rest of the items, shoving them in a small gift bag. 


 


Admittedly, spending eighty dollars on space food wasn't the smartest financial decision ever, but a bet was a bet, and Percy was hoping to get half that money back.


 


"Have a great day." said the cashier before turning to her next customer.


 


"You aren't going to pull something like that again, got it?" Annabeth whispered in his ear. Percy turned to her, a smug grin on his face.


 


“I most certainly will be pulling shit like that again, especially if I get half my money back.” He winked at her before continuing to walk toward the bathrooms.


 


***


 


“Percy…Anna…why?” Grover sighed as he watched his idiot friends pour packet after packet of space food into their mouths.


 


“It's not that bad,” Annabeth gurgled, her cheeks bulging with greyish slime powder.


 


Percy winced as he poured the final packet into his mouth. Grover was right—the space food tasted like literal shit. He glanced up at Annabeth, then in the mirror. Just the sigh of them both made him lose it. Only, rather than laughing, he felt bile rising in his throat.


 


“Are you alright?” Grover asked. 


 


Percy started to nod, but lunged for the toilet before he could finish. He spit out a mass of grey powder goo and puke.


 


Annabeth spit her mouthful out in the sink, unable to take it anymore.


 


“Fucking space food,” Percy grumbled as he flushed the nasty mess down the toilet.


 


“I have known you for two days and that's the worst decision you've made the entire time.” Annabeth panted, looking like she was holding back bile of her own.


 


Grover crossed his arms from his spot perched on the bathroom counter. “I told you two, but no! You had to waste eighty dollars just to puke it back up!”


 


“What's the fun in it if we don't waste a little money?” Percy grinned despite his disheveled state.


 


***


 


 "You two are idiots," Grover grumbled, swinging himself into the driver's seat. Annabeth had gotten to sit in the passenger seat, Percy opting for the comfort of the backseats. 


 


"We know," Annabeth smiled, glancing back at Percy. "At least, he is. I'm just impulsive."


 


Percy scoffed. "Rude." As much as he played off his hurt, in reality, he didn't mind. He knew just how dumb his idea was, but he also know that Beth took a large part in that dumb idea.


 


"Where to next, G-Man?" Percy asked. 


 


"It's about noon, so I think we should go get some lunch, then we can tour the district a bit more," Grover explained. 


 


"Where do you two want to go? I'm down for anything." Percy kicked his feet up onto Beth's headrest. 


 


"Anywhere that has vegetarian options, I guess." Grover shrugged, looking at the girl in the passenger seat. "What do you want?"


 


She looked up, startled. "Oh, um," she thought for a moment. "Elephant & Castle is pretty good. They've got a lot of quality vegetarian options."


 


"Sounds good!" Percy grinned. "Anything is better than space food."




***


 


Get your elbows off the table, Perce." Annabeth said, not looking up at him.


 


"What am I supposed to do with my elbows, then?" Percy demanded, taking his elbows down.


 


"I don't know, but it isn't proper table etiquette." she rolled her eyes.


 


"So?" Grover asked, just as clueless as his best friend.


 


"So, we are in public and it's just polite to get your crusty elbows off the table!"


 


"You calling my elbows crusty? I put lotion on my entire body every morning and night." Percy shoved his elbow across the table into Beth's face.


 


"But most people don't, so you shouldn't call out the people with crusty elbows by showing off your gorgeous smooth elbows. It makes them feel insecure about their crustiness." 


 


"Is that actually why you don't put your elbows on the table?" Grover asked skeptically. 


 


She snorted, shaking her head. "No, I made it up. I don't know why it's improper, I just know you shouldn't do it."


 


In the midst of their elbow argument, their food had arrived. Percy's eyes widened at the mass of food in front of him. Mac and Cheese, a BLT, huge homestyle fries, and three English cucumber-sized pickle spears sat on a huge plate.


 


"That is a shit ton of food, damn."


 


"It's good though, so you will always find room for more." Annabeth's eyes twinkled. For some bizarre reason, Percy felt his stomach flutter. This wasn't the first time it had happened today, but it was such an unfamiliar feeling that it made him (only slightly) uncomfortable.


 


"Yeah..." he trailed off, still getting used to this feeling. Ever since he'd met Annabeth, he'd felt this coming on him gradually. 


 


"Dude, you are the best. This veggie burger is amazing !" Grover grinned at Annabeth, his mouth full of food. 


 


"Told you." she smiled softly. She looked up at Percy, who was sitting across the table. "You okay?"


 


"Yeah, sorry. Just zoned out for a second." he smiled weakly. To prove his point, he took a giant bite of the mac and cheese. This bite...it was heaven melting in his mouth. The casserole-style dish had never been a staple at his home growing up, but this was a delicacy to be worshiped. "This is so fucking good." he whimpered.


 


Beth threw her head back, letting out a throaty laugh (he ignored the fluttering in his stomach and focused on the food)."An improvement from space food, huh?"


 


He nodded, shoveling more of his food into his mouth. After a few minutes of silent eating, Percy realized that Annabeth wasn't eating her fries. Rather, she was building a house out of them.


 


"You tell me to take my elbows off the table, yet you build a house with your food?" He looked at her skeptically.


 


She blushed sheepishly. "I know, it's hypocritical, it's just...the fries make such a great cabin, you know!"


 


"Sure they do." he rolled his eyes.


 


After Annabeth took a few pictures of her fry house and disassembled it, he spoke again. "You’re sure you’re fine with us calling you Annabeth?”


 


Rather than grimacing like he thought she would, she smiled. "Yeah...I like that."


 


Grover finished chewing his burger thoughtfully. "How many names do you have?" 


 


"My real name is Anna, but my middle name is Beth. Most people call me Anna, a few call me Beth, but I've never had anyone call me Annabeth. I like it."


 


"Do you happen to be from the South?" Grover asked.


 


Annabeth raised her chin diligently. "I'm from Virginia, is there a problem with that?"


 


"No, not at all. You've just got an air of 'Southern Hospitality'."


 


"It's true," Percy added.


 


Annabeth rolled her eyes. "I could say the same stereotypical things about you two. If I had to guess, Percy, you are from New York. Your accent is thick as hell. Grover, you are from somewhere in California. Not SoCal, though. Northern California. You both think New York-style pizza is better than Chicago-style, and you support the Mets like nobody's business."


 


The two friends stared at her, eyes wide. "That's it. You are a stalker, I know it." Percy leaned forward. "Is my accent really that thick?"


 


"Very." Both Grover and Annabeth nodded fiercely.


 


"You two suck."


 


***


 


 


"My granddad is here somewhere…" Annabeth muttered, looking through the rows of names on the Vietnam War Memorial. "Here! Sargent John Taylor Chase. He was shot down by his best friend after being mistaken for a Russian at the very end of the war."


 


"That really sucks, wow." Percy raised his eyebrows in surprise. "Wasn't the Vietnam War one of the bloodiest in history?"


 


Grover nodded solemnly. "You couldn't really tell who was who with all the Jungle Warfare and all. I guess they just shot and hoped it was someone on the other side."


 


"Right," Annabeth sighed. "People hated the soldiers who came back from the war. They were considered too broken to be valued members of society, unlike today where the veterans are honored so much."


 


"This monument was built in 1982, right?" Percy asked. Annabeth nodded. "So people weren't too keen on the idea of a war memorial so soon after?"


 


"I never thought about it like that, but yeah." she swallowed, then looked down. "Either of you got the time?"


 


Grover glanced down at his phone. "It's about 3:30." 


 


"Why? Anywhere else you want to go before we hit the road?" Percy asked, smiling as they walked away from the memorial.


 


"No, it just feels a lot later."


 


"I get that," he yawned, stretching out his arms. "We have a long ride to Virginia."


 


"Virginia, huh?" Annabeth asked, looking away.


 


"Is that a bad thing? We can skip it if you want?" Percy said, concerned.


 


"No, it's just funny. I grew up in Virginia."


 


"I chased a sheep through Virginia once." Grover nodded along. "My neighbor's sheep got out and she told me to run after it. I chased it for twelve fucking miles before I caught it."


 


"Damn," Annabeth snorted. 


 


"Since you grew up in Virginia, we could visit your hometown if you want," Percy suggested.


 


"You could show all the hangout spots so we know for next time." Grover grinned.


 


"Er-I'm not showing you the places I used to hang out. It consisted of the library and underneath the high school bleachers."


 


"That's bogus. You had to have gone to more places than that."


 


She grinned slyly. "Nope."


 


***


 


"Here we are, my glorious friends. My shitty hometown." Annabeth spread her arms wide in front of the town sign. 


 


"That is a shit sign. A seductive lady from the fifties? Really?" Percy raised his eyebrow.


 


"I told you I grew up in a crappy town." she shrugged, switching places with Grover in the driver's seat. "Today is the tenth, right?" 


 


"Yeah, why?" Percy asked, leaning forward in his seat.


 


Annabeth snorted. "My high school reunion is tonight."


 


"No way!" Grover grinned. "We should all go."


 


"We can't. None of us have even semi-casual clothing." 


 


"There is a JC Penny here, right?" Percy asked.


 


"I think so, yeah."




"Then we will just go there," he shrugged. If they could convince Annabeth to go, it would make a hell of a good story when they got back.


 


"You know what?" she paused, an evil grin slipping onto her lips. "Let's do it."




***


 


"This was a bad idea." Percy turned around, trying to get back into the van before anyone could notice. Both Grover and Annabeth caught him by the arm and pulled him inside.


 


"You wanted to come, now we are going inside. I need to laugh in the faces of the old bullies and their plastic surgery fails." Annabeth rolled her eyes, Grover opened the door for the three of them.


 


"They are with me," Annabeth flashed a sweet smile at the ticket collector


 


"You got it, Anna." the man nodded, his thick southern accent making it almost laughable.


 


"That guy was my lab partner through freshmen and sophomore year. I'm surprised he remembered me with how little work he did."


 


"He was probably gawking at you and your amazing ability to get work done or something." Percy bit his lip as they walked into the school's gym.


 


It was a typical low-budget reunion. Streamers hanging from the walls, cheesy dollar store decor strewn around. It looked like most people were already there. There were about two hundred people in the room, most likely only half of them went to school here.


 


"Anyone we need to watch out for?" Percy leaned down and whispered in Annabeth's ear. She looked up at him, their faces coming dangerously close. 


 


"Any teachers, and any tall guy." 


 


“Why teachers?” Asked Grover suspiciously.


 


“They hated me for all the shit I pulled. And I still got into USC, so they can all suck it.” she smirked pridefully.


 


“Damn, Annabeth,” Percy whispered as they ventured further into the party. “These people look like shitheads.”


 


“They are, trust me.”


 


A deep, masculine voice interrupted their hushed conversation. “Anna Beth? Is that you, baby?” 


 


Annabeth tensed, forcing herself to turn around. Percy watched, concerned. From the way she'd described the people here, he wasn't sure if he should be ready to run or verbally kick the dude in the nuts.


 


“Kerk?” She asked, eyebrows raised.


 


“In the flesh. I see you are still as much of a whore as you were then.” The man—Kerk—nodded to Percy and Grover on either side of their friend.


 


“Excuse-” Percy began angrily, only to be cut off by Annabeth.


 


“Speak for yourself, asshat. And I'm not sleeping with these two, they are my friends.” She pursed her lips, biting back too many curses for a suitable southern lady.


 


“Sure, Anna. Whatever you want to believe.” Kerk rolled his eyes and shoved in between Percy and Annabeth. 


 


Percy turned in Kerk’s direction and flipped him the finger aggressively.


 


“What’s his deal?” Grover grumbled.


 


“He probably just got broken up with and felt like laying into someone,” Annabeth said bitterly.


 


“That doesn't mean he has the right to call you a whore!” Percy defended.


 


“Listen…just because I'm not a whore now doesn't mean I wasn't back then. You want to know what I did throughout high school? I had eight boyfriends, three girlfriends, and plenty of hookups to last a lifetime in college. I get why he's saying what he is.”


 


As Annabeth finished her explanation, Percy noticed tears brimming the edges of her eyes. Seeing this washed all the anger away, and all he felt was sorrow. “We don't care how many people you've dated, Beth. Why would we?”


 


“My dad nearly disowned me for it.” She gave a wet laugh, tears beginning to stream down her rosy cheeks.


 


“Then he must've been messed up in the head because I can't imagine not wanting you around.” Percy smiled at her. “I don't care if we've all only known each other for two days, you are an amazing person. The number of people you've slept with doesn't change that.” 


 


“Besides,” Grover rubbed soothing circles on her back. “Percy’s slept with his fair share of people too.”


 


Percy wiped the tears off of his friend’s face. “I can't deny it.” He rolled his eyes. “Now what do you say we raid the refreshments table?” 


 


***


 


An hour after the incident with Kerk the Jerk, Percy and Annabeth leaned against the wall next to the men's bathroom (in which Grover had promptly run to after chugging three glasses of champagne).


 


“Are you okay?” Percy asked softly, his voice hardly above a whisper.


 


Annabeth nodded quickly; too quick. After a moment, she shook her head slowly. “I thought we could come in here and make fun of people and have a good time, but somehow I've been called a whore and slut more times than I can count.”


 


“You know what a whore is? A whore is a prostitute. Prostitutes get paid to have sex with kinky old men. Does that look like our situation?” She shook her head slowly. “Exactly.” Percy wrapped his arm around Annabeth’s shoulders to comfort her. He couldn't lie, every time they touched, it was like those cliche movies where sparks flew everywhere. That's what this felt like times a million.


 


She leaned her head on his shoulder, closing her eyes. Percy looked down at her peaceful form, relaxed and comfortable (despite the brick wall behind them).


 


Annabeth spoke quietly, "Thank you, Perce. I'm glad that I came with you and Grover."


 


"It's no problem, really. You've made this trip ten times funner." Percy grinned, noticing the subtle subject change but not mentioning it.


 


"It's more fun." she glared at him mockingly.


 


"Whatever. I really am glad you came, though."


 


"Me too," she smiled, eyes still closed. 


 


"Damn, who knew there would be so many stoners at a high school reunion?" Grover asked as he walked out of the bathroom, looking slightly mortified. 


 


"This is prime redneck territory, what were you expecting?" Annabeth rolled her eyes, leading the two men away from the smokey bathrooms.


 


***


 


"Come on, what's the point of me coming along if you don't let me pay for anything?" Annabeth argued at the front desk of their next hotel.


 


"My momma raised me right, and I'm not going to let you waste your hard-earned money on our spontaneous trip down the East Coast." Percy stood firm, refusing to back down once more.


 


"We can just split it three ways, you two." Grover rolled her eyes.


 


"No!" Both Annabeth and Percy spun around. 


 


He shrugged, glancing apologetically at the receptionist. "Alright then." 


 


As the two argue animatedly, Grover discreetly slipped the receptionist his card. "A room with two beds, please." 


 


The man nodded, his expression blank but his eyes filled with laughter. 


 


Grover reached down to pick up his luggage, and Percy and Annabeth stopped arguing immediately.


 


"Where are you going?" asked Annabeth slowly.


 


"I just paid for our room. Hurry up and grab your stuff!" 


 


They stood there for a moment, shocked. Percy wasn't necessarily surprised—it was a very Grover-esque thing to do. 


 


"Ass," Percy muttered, snatching up his and Annabeth's bags (not without much protest from her) and following Grover to the elevator.


 


"You can at least let me carry my own bags, you know." Annabeth glared at him, and he smiled back cheekily.


 


"I told you that my momma raised me right." At that moment, his cellphone began to ring. As if she knew she'd been summoned, it was Percy's mother.


 


"Hang on, it's her." he held up a finger, motioning for his two friends to be quiet. "Hey, Momma. How are you doing?" he nodded for a moment. "Yeah, the trip is going well. Actually, I did need to talk to you about...a thing. In a little while, though. I'm in an elevator with Grover and Annabeth." his eyes widened as soon as he said Annabeth's name. Both bystanders could hear Mrs. Jackson's voice through the phone as Percy held it away from his ear to keep from going deaf.


 


"No, Momma. We met her in Jersey." he paused, eyeing the floor counter. "She's not from Jersey, she's from Virginia." Percy rolled his eyes, smiling at his mom's questions.


 


"She wanted to come along. If you don't believe me you can talk to her yourself, she's right here!" he paused, then he sighed. "Yeah, I'll hand it over. Hang on." He put his palm over the receiver, leaning towards Annabeth.


 


"She wants to talk to you to make sure you are okay and we didn't kidnap you." 


 


Annabeth smiled softly, taking the phone. "Hey, Mrs. Jackson? I'm really sorry if I made you worry, but-" Mrs. Jackson cut her off abruptly which would have been rude, if not for what she said next.


 


"It's alright, dear. I just wanted to make sure you were comfortable with my son and his friend. They can be a lot to handle sometimes." She said softly.


 


"Yeah, they can. But you really don't need to worry. Both have been very kind and respectful to me." Annabeth explained. "Percy talks about you a lot, you raised him well. He's definitely a momma's boy, Mrs. Jackson."


 


"I'm glad to hear it," She paused. "Are you having a good time with them?"


 


"I am," she nodded, even though the woman on the other end couldn't see. "We've been through Delaware, Maryland, DC, and we are in Virginia now."


 


"That sounds like quite a bit of fun. You've got to tell me more about it—I know I won't get all the details from Percy." She laughed. "Although, I'm afraid I've got to go now, my daughter is begging for a bedtime story. It was lovely talking with you, Annabeth. Good night."


 


"You too, Mrs. Jackson. Have a good night." she hung up, a soft smile across her face.


 


"She's sweet." She handed the phone back to Percy.


 


He couldn't help but scream internally. A girl he met less than a week ago and now was on a road trip with him had just met his mom . 


 


"Isn't she? On our way back to New York we should stop by to get some cookies!" Grover perked up.


 


"Can't you get cookies everywhere though?" Annabeth asked. 


 


Despite Percy's newfound interest in this girl, he found himself offended. " NO . Momma Sally Jackson's cookies are the most special cookies ever."


 


"They are blue," Grover added.


 


Annabeth raised her eyebrow, skeptical. "Interesting color choice."


 


"If you say that red is the best color I'm going to push you out of the elevator," Percy grumbled.


 


"Lucky for you, I find red way too aggressive."


 


"Right?" 


 


***


 


Once again, their room only had two beds. Only this time, the hotel was decent and there weren't any crazy ex-stepfathers in the lot outside.


 


Percy flopped down at the end of Annabeth's bed, similar to how she'd done just that morning. "Is there a pool?"


 


"I think so," she muttered, pulling out her sketchbook. "Why? Looking for more people to bring along?"


 


"Er-no. Percy's poor van can't afford any more passengers with all of our luggage." Grover chuckled.


 


"True that," Percy groaned. "I just like pools."


 


"I can see that."


 


"What are you drawing?" Percy asked, scooching up so he could lean on Annabeth's shoulder. It was a strangely domestic move, yet Annabeth didn't flinch. She only smiled, proceeding to explain where she was planning on drawing different details of the castle she was working on.


 


After about fifteen minutes, Grover looked up from his phone and began snapping pictures of the two. Absorbed in the sketchbook, they didn't notice. Percy glanced up at Annabeth and caught her eye as she looked down at him. He offered a small smile before turning his attention back to her illustration, a light blush dusting his cheeks.


 


"Hey, can I ask you two a question?" Annabeth asked slowly.


 


"Sure," the boys said absentmindedly.


 


"Why did you ask me to come with you on your trip?"


 


Percy sat up from his (very comfortable) place leaning on Annabeth's shoulder. "I guess you just seemed like an interesting person? I don't really know, it was kind of on a whim." he shrugged, looking at Grover.


 


Grover shrugged, "You were there."


 


"The hell does that mean?" Annabeth raised her eyebrow.


 


"I don't know. I mean, we weren't really looking to go with another person but we met you and Percy suggested we ask if you want to crash our trip and it was easy to agree because you seemed like a nice person."


 


"Yeah, what he said."


 


"That's...very on a whim." 


 


"Hey, you agreed." Percy threw his hands up in surrender. 


 


"I did, didn't I?" she grinned


 


"But there's got to be a reason." He challenged, once more looking up at his friend.


 


Annabeth picked up a new pencil and began sketching the outline of a tree. "Is there?" 


 


"Yes," Both Percy and Grover leaned towards her. "Why would you give up three more weeks of your summer to hang out with us losers?"


 


"First of all," she poked Grover's nose with her eraser, "You two aren't losers, you are my friends who do stupid shit sometimes, but that's okay because it's mostly harmless. Secondly, my boss is an ass. I needed a break. Third...I don't even know. It sounded like fun. If I die tomorrow, I'm going to die happy knowing that I made two amazing friends before I went."


 


Percy smiled softly. He'd known that the trip was on a whim (what isn't when you are trying to live your best life?). He'd known that Annabeth could be a mob boss if she wanted to and murdered them the first night. But...she didn't do that. Instead, she opened herself up in ways Percy couldn't begin to imagine until he'd met her. What started out as a simple splash contest turned into one of the greatest events of his adult life.  


 


"I'm glad we found each other," Grover murmured as he snuggled into Percy's side.


 


"Yeah…" Annabeth trailed off, putting her sketchbook down.


 


"Night," Percy whispered, becoming much too tired to even think about the pool. His eyes drooped more with each heartbeat.


 


"Sleep tight." was the final thing he heard before drifting to unconsciousness.


 


***


 


The first thing he noticed when he woke up was that he felt really good. Like, warm and fuzzy good. The kind that makes you want to be the best person you can be and smile until your cheeks hurt. The next thing he noticed was that his nose was itchy. Reaching up to scratch it, he felt something on his face. As Percy opened his eyes, he realized it was hair. Not his hair. Other hair . He brushed it out of his face, leading him to his next discovery; he was being embraced in the second warmest hug he'd ever received (next to his mom). He sat up, looking around the room. On the other side of the room, Grover was spread wide over the bed closest to the window. He was not in that bed. Neither was Annabeth. So unless the person next to him was some rando…


 


Percy looked down, eyes widening. One of Annabeth's arms was draped over his lap, the other where his head had just been. And if he really just had the warmest hug ever?


 


He fell asleep as the little spoon.


 


Despite the fact he just spooned all night with his (very new) friend, it was fun. Cuddles felt good, whether they be from a friend or lover or family member. You don't need to be in a romantic relationship to cuddle (as he constantly reminded himself).


 


"G'morning, sleeping beauty," Grover drew his hands down his face, shielding himself from the light streaming through the curtains. "Sleep well?"


 


"Yes, I did sleep well, thank you for asking." he rolled his eyes, laying back down to face Grover. "Didn't you fall asleep over here?"


 


"I woke up around midnight and you two were taking up the whole bed with your cuddles, so I moved over here," he explained.


 


Percy glanced up at the ceiling apologetically. "Sorry, man." 


 


"Nah, it's fine. I didn't hear a peep from you two all night; maybe you should try this every night." Grover wiggled his eyebrows.


 


"And have a mini-heart attack every morning? No thanks."  he smiled, only half-serious.


 


"What the fuck?!" Annabeth sat up, eyes bursting from her head.


 


"You spooned Percy all night. I got pictures too!" Grover reached for his phone. 


 


"Wait, hang on." Annabeth lifted the covers up, then nodded. "Cool. I have pants."


 


"Nice," Percy nodded along. "But what's so bad about it? I don't know about you, but I slept really well."


 


"No way, so did I." She grinned. "You make a great cuddle buddy, damn." She threw her arms around his shoulders, enveloping him in a hug. "You are fine with hugs, right? Because I might need some more Percy hugs."


 


"You are hugging me." he blinked, hugging her back for good measure. It did feel pretty nice.


 


"I know, but it's like hugging a teddy bear. Only, you are a muscular teddy bear rather than a fluffy one."


 


Percy grinned, turning his head away so she wouldn't see his cheeks flush. "Thanks," 


 


"Anyway," Grover cleared his throat to cover up a laugh. "I'm running down to the vending machine for some water. Do either of you need something?"


 


Both shook their heads as Grover nodded to them and left the room


 


Percy jumped out of the bed, running to the closet. He began shining his phone's flashlight in the corners, making sure nothing was hidden.


 


"What the hell are you doing?" Annabeth asked from the bathroom as she combed her wild curls.


 


"Checking for shady shit. Forgot to last night." he mumbled, deciding the closet was safe. "Never know when the hotel is hiding something."


 


"I guess so," Annabeth rolled her eyes, chuckling.


 


"What's so funny?" 


 


"I guess I'm just not a big believer in ghosts and hauntings and shit like that." she shrugged. "Horror stories are fun, I just don't think it's real."


 


"Oh, that's not what I mean. I just want to make sure everything is clean and nothing is being hidden in the room, like drugs or something so we can report it."


 


"Smart," she nodded, shutting the door. She stopped speaking for a few moments before a few muffled curse words came out. Annabeth stepped back into the main space, twisting her fingers together.


 


"Percy?" she asked, her confidence vanishing.


 


"Yeah?" he looked up from the heap of clothes in his suitcase. 


 


"Do you think you could run to the gas station across the street and grab me some tampons, please?" she asked timidly. 


 


Percy stood, putting his clothes down. "Yeah, of course. Do you need anything else?" She shook her head. "I'm going to get changed real fast then I can run to the gas station, alright?"


 


Annabeth sighed in relief. "Thank you so much." 


 


"No problem." he grinned at her.


 


***


 


Faced with six different brands of period products and no idea what Annabeth liked, Percy did the natural thing and bought one of everything. 


 


In addition, he bought her a few snacks, her favorite flavor of iced tea (she was crazy about Lipton lemon iced tea),  and a selection of nail polishes for the long rides.


 


At the cash register, the old man raised his eyebrow but said nothing. At least, not until he was near the end of the pile.


 


"You must love your friend a lot if you will spend this much money on products for her." the man chuckled lightly.


 


Percy squinted at the nametag on his employee shirt. Eric . "What do you mean? A few boxes of tampons can’t cost that much, can they? It's really just cotton things, right?"


 


Eric chuckled. "You'd be surprised, sonny."


 


He glanced down at the total, only to find that Eric was correct. One box of Twenty was almost ten dollars. "Seriously? People need these each month from the time they turn thirteen to fifty; that's thousands of dollars on a natural thing that they can't help in their lifetime."


 


"How do you think the companies make their money, eh?" 


 


"I guess that makes sense," Percy shrugged. "But it should be at least a little cheaper because damn."


 


"Tell me about it," Eric grumbled, handing Percy the bags and receipt. "Have a good day."


 


"You too, sir." Percy nodded at the man before jogging out of the gas station and back to the hotel. 


 


When he returned to the room, Grover was back and Annabeth was leaning against the wall, looking extremely uncomfortable.


 


"I didn't know what to get so I got all of them." Percy said rapidly, holding the shopping bags out to Annabeth.


 


She looked surprised, but then her gaze softened considerably. "Thanks. You're a lifesaver." she stood on her toes to give Percy a quick kiss on the cheek before darting into the bathroom. He stood there momentarily, amazed that Annabeth had just kissed his cheek . When he recovered from his initial shock, he went to sit by Grover.


 


"What was that about?" Grover asked, taking a piece of ice out of the bucket and chomping down on it.


 


"Annabeth ran out of period stuff," Percy explained.


 


"Ah," Grover nodded slowly. "So you got three bags of supplies?"


 


"Yeah, pretty much." he chuckled. 


 


“Hey, I have a very serious question for you…” Grover scrunched his eyebrows, deep in thought. 


 


“What's up, man?” Percy got up to pick up the hotel space.


 


“This might sound kind of weird since you've never been seriously into someone before, but…you like Annabeth?” He asked in a low voice so she couldn't hear through the walls.


 


Percy choked on air, taken by surprise. “No? At least, I don't think so?” He cleared his throat. “Why do you ask?”


 


“You cuddled her all night.” He said dryly.


 


“Platonically!” Percy exclaimed, exasperated. 


 


Grover shoved his best friend’s shoulder lightly. “Chill, I’m just messing with you, dude.” 


 


He rolled his eyes and finished packing up his things into his suitcase, then he sat down on Grover’s (supposed to be his?) bed. He pulled out a copy of Twilight and flipped through the pages, trying to find his place. He couldn’t help but be reminded of Gabe’s mind games from years ago as he read about Bella and Edward’s relationship. Gabe had been so on and off that it was impossible to trust him. Looking back on it, Percy realized that he should have talked to his mom sooner; he could have helped her avoid the years of abuse and eventual trauma to come. He could have made their lives better if he’d only stood up. 


 


“Earth to Percy,”


 


He looked up, startled out of his helpless thoughts. Annabeth stood over his shoulder, scanning the page.


 


“Edward is so gross, isn’t he?” she remarked, wrinkling her nose.


 


“Very,” he agreed, shutting the book and setting it down on the nightstand. “He’s so manipulative, I’m only a few chapters in and I hate him.”


 


“I told you that reading Twilight wouldn’t be good for you, Perce. But no, read on.” Grover rolled his eyes.


 


“You can’t stop reading once you start, though.” Annabeth grinned. Then she looked away, her smile faltering. “I know I already said it, but thank you. Not many guys I’ve met are willing to run to the store to grab period stuff for a girl.”


 


“It’s no big deal, really. Should be common sense, if you ask me.” Percy shrugged.


 


Annabeth sighed, then changed the subject. “What’s on the list for today?”


 


Grover grinned. “Zip-lining.”


 


***


 


As Percy handed the receptionist their room key, he saw Annabeth stiffen out of the corner of his eye.


 


“You alright?” He asked, following her gaze to the lounge area of the lobby. A man who looked to be in his fifties sat on one of the couches, reading a WWII history book. He had sandy blond hair and round glasses that seemed to magnify his eyes.


 


“How the hell did he know I was here?” Annabeth muttered to herself, gripping her suitcase tighter so her knuckles turned white.


 


“Who?” Percy asked again, biting his lip. That man was the only person in Annabeth’s line of sight, and if looks could kill that man would’ve been dead long ago.


 


“I’m going out to the van. I—I can’t stay here.” She didn’t give the boys a chance to respond, hoisting up her bag and dragging her suitcase behind her, walking as fast as her legs could take her.


 


Just as she reached for the door handle, the man looked up, a frown lining his lips, anger and confusion in his eyes. 


 


“Anna?” he called out, closing his book and striding over to meet her.


 


From where he stood, Percy could see Annabeth’s throat bob as she gulped hard.


 


“Dad, what a surprise,” she said drily.


 


Percy’s eyes widened. Annabeth had mentioned that this was where she grew up, but he didn’t think they’d run into any of her family members.


 


“I had no idea you were back in town. Did you come back for the reunion?”


 


“No, I’m just passing through.” She reached for the door, but her father stopped her. 


 


“Don’t you want to come say hello to your mother and the boys?” he questioned. His eyes looked dark, but the magnifying effect of his glasses made it hard to take him seriously.


 


“I really shouldn’t, places to go and people to see, you know.” She made no effort to open the door again, knowing that her father would only stop her.


 


“Are you here alone?” 


 


“No, I’m with friends.” 


 


“Can I meet them?”


 


Percy and Grover took one glance at each other before speed walking over to Annabeth and her father. They pulled their suitcases along behind them, pulling the attention away from Annabeth.


 


“Mr. Chase, how lovely to meet you. I’m sure you and your precious daughter have much to talk about, but unfortunately, we are on a tight schedule. Our flight to Wyoming leaves in about two hours, we can’t be late now, can we?” Percy smiled brightly at the man, masking his discomfort and bubbling furry. 


 


“Er—of course. Best be off, then,” he muttered looking frustrated with the two men.


 


“Great meeting you,” Grover winked at Annabeth’s father as Percy led her out the door, his hand resting on the small of her back. 


 


Once it was clear that he wasn’t following them, the three loaded up their luggage and set off down the road, Grover in the driver’s seat. Percy opted to sit in the large back seat with Annabeth, comforting her after the encounter with her father.


 


“You alright?” he asked quietly, rubbing circles on her back.


 


She nodded slowly in his lap, exhaling. “I suppose you figured out that he was—is—my dad.”


 


“Yeah…you talk loud when you are annoyed.” Grover chuckled, earning a glare through the rear-view mirror from Percy.


 


“I thought he was on vacation with Fiona in Barbados, but I guess they got back early. If it had been Bobby or Matthew I would’ve been fine.”


 


“Your brothers?” Percy asked softly.


 


“Step brothers, yeah.” She corrected him. “My dad is a bit of a WWII nerd; he spent more time building model airplanes than taking care of me when I was a kid,” she said bitterly. “Then came Fiona, my stepmom. She is about ten years younger than Fredderick, I’d feel bad for her if she wasn’t such a hollow shell.”


 


“Fredderick is your dad’s name?” Grover asked cautiously.


 


“Sadly. Gordon would’ve been more fitting.” 


 


Percy had to agree, chuckling to himself. The man had looked like a Gordon.


 


“So Fiona comes along, young and pretty. Three months later she’s fucking pregnant, and they get married as fast as they can so no one finds out. Bobby and Matthew were a pain in the ass those first ten years, but once they began to grow up they weren’t too bad to hang around. When I was about seven I ran away for about five months, but I went back after the cops found me.” Annabeth shrugged. “I got up and left as soon as I graduated. Moved to Queens and cut off connection with my father.”


 


“That’s…I’m proud of you, Beth.” Percy stroked her curls back, looking down into her stormy-grey eyes.


 


“What’s there to be proud of?” she pondered aloud. “I left like a coward and now my problems are bigger.”


 


“You gave yourself time to emotionally mature before trying to deal with them. That’s pretty impressive.” Grover chimed in again, not taking his eyes off the road. 


 


“Besides, if Fiona is as hollow as you say she is, it won’t take much to crack her, will it?”


 


“That’s a bit dark, Perce.” Annabeth chuckled, her eyes slowly brightening. 


 


“Your words, not mine.”


 


***


 


“Assateague Island, eh?” Grover asked the next day as Percy pulled off the highway.


 


“Come on, man. Think about all the horses!” He urged.


 


Annabeth gave a sound of approval. “This time of year is when they are most active. The ocean is usually pretty warm, but the campers get in the way now and then.”


 


“Are you even allowed to ride the horses?” Grover asked. “I don’t want to break the law any more than we already have.”


 


“It’s fine as long as you get a trained and tame horse.” Annabeth piped up. She set her book down. “Do either of you know how to horseback ride?”


 


“We took lessons together when we were kids, but then I fell off Julius, my favorite horse, hence my limp.” Grover gestured to his legs.


 


“That horse really stabbed you in the back, didn’t it?” Percy chuckled.


 


“Never thought I’d see you make a history joke, Perce.” Annabeth rolled her eyes.


 


“My step-dad teaches high school English, so I know quite a few history dad jokes.” 


 


“Bad jokes, I’m sure.” She winked, grinning.


 


“Don’t tell Paul I said this, but he does have the worst jokes,” Grover shook his head.


 


“Paul is my step-dad.” Percy clarified.


 


Annabeth nodded as they pulled into the lot of a campground.


 


Percy looked around, sliding on his sunglasses. “We’ll stay in a cabin tonight.” 


 


“Sounds good…tenting kills my back.” Annabeth chimed in, leaning against the van. 


 


“We should go check in if we want to see the horses,” Grover said.


 


Percy grinned, “I thought you didn’t like horses, man.”


 


“Minor details…Minor details.”






***


 


“You know what? You two go ahead.” Grover threw himself on the bed. “I’m really sore after zip lining yesterday, I don’t think I could ride a horse.”


 


“You’re sure, Grover?” Annabeth asked, concerned. “We don’t have to go, we can just chill here.”


 


“Yeah; I could go grab some snacks and we could watch something if that’s what you wanted,” Percy suggested.


 


“No, no. You two are excited. I’m going to take a nap, you guys go and have fun together.” Percy didn’t miss the emphasis he put on the word ‘ together ’.


 


“If you insist,” he said as he ran a hand through his disheveled hair.


 


“Go! I need a nap,” Grover shoved them out the cabin door. 


 


“What do you say, Beth?” Percy grinned at his friend. “You like horses?”


 


Annabeth’s eyes brightened. “I love them. I used to be friends with this girl who worked at a ranch; her and her then-boyfriend taught me how to ride.”


 


“Sweet.”


 


They began to walk along the dirt path, back to the main cabin. A group of people on a side-by-side skirted past them, leaving Percy and Annabeth covered in dust. Annabeth graciously flipped them off as she swept the dust from her shirt.


 


“Assholes,” 


 


***


 


Once the manager at the front desk had confirmed that there were horses to rent and ride down the beach, they no longer felt guilty about (possibly) breaking the law. 


 


“Would you rather rent one horse and ride together, or two horses and ride separately?” Percy leaned to Annabeth’s ear. She turned so their noses nearly brushed, a small smile on her face. “Whatever you’re more comfortable with; I don’t mind.” 


 


“One horse would be cheaper,” he reasoned.


 


“After you spent eighty dollars on shitty space food, I suppose we could cut back on expenses.”


 


“Fuck off,” Percy muttered under his breath.


 


“What’s that? I didn’t hear you very clearly, maybe speak louder,” she said through thick laughter.


 


“I said Duck Sauce.”


 


“Mhm, sure.” she rolled her eyes playfully.






***


 


Annabeth mounted the horse first, Percy hoisting himself up behind her. They fit so well together, even on horseback. The other morning when they’d woken up spooning, they’d fit. Each one of their hugs fit. Sometimes Percy would lay his head on Annabeth’s shoulder (or vice-versa), and they fit. 


 


These thoughts scared Percy. He liked to think of humans as puzzle pieces, each person adding to another person’s puzzle. With Annabeth, it felt as if they’d started a new puzzle where they were the only two pieces. 


 


With Grover, too. Annabeth had come into Percy and Grover’s lives so fast that it felt surreal. The three of them worked together as friends, like a family. But Percy and Annabeth? It felt different. It was a new feeling for Percy, something he’d been feeling a lot of lately (*cough*ever since Annabeth showed up*cough*). It felt hopeful and warm, like coming home after a long day and seeing those who meant most to you.


 


Shaking himself out of his thoughts, Percy watched as Annabeth tugged on the reins, directing the horse where she wanted it to go. His arms were wrapped around her waist, his head on her shoulder, and her hair blowing in his eyes. 


 


“This is nice, don’t you think?” He asked softly. Even though there was no one around, it felt like this should be only for them.


 


“It is,” she agreed quietly. “I’m glad we decided to share a horse…your hugs are amazing.”


 


Percy was reminded of his puzzle piece theory once more, and he smiled casually. “I’m affectionate, what can I say?”


 


“I mean that it feels nice. I’m not usually big on physical affection but…this is nice.”


 


“I’m going to ask you a bit of a personal question but…” he paused. “Were you one of those kids who was terrible with emotion but just needed someone to hug?”


 


Annabeth took a sharp breath, then nodded slowly. “I already told you about my relationship with my dad and step-mom. They weren’t…the most attentive. I got an arm-over-the-shoulder side hug from my dad at eighth grade promotion; that’s the last time I remember getting a ‘hug’ from a parental figure.” she sighed. “I suppose that’s why I liked it when we woke up together…it made me feel secure and happy for the first time in as long as I can remember.”


 


Percy closed his eyes momentarily, holding back a few nasty comments about Mr. Chase. “That…wow. I can’t even imagine. My mom worked hard and picked up all the extra shifts she could, but we had each other and affection was always a huge thing at home.”


 


“Your mom sounds amazing.” Annabeth smiled, allowing the horse to speed up a bit. “In a way, I’m glad my stepmother never hugged me. I don’t like her perfume.”


 


Percy snorted, burying his face in her shoulder. “Was it Avon?”


 


“Close enough,”


 


They rode in comfortable silence for a while, listening to the waves lapping against the shore and the clop of the horse’s hooves. It was calming, and soon Percy began to nod off.


 


***


 


Percy was shaken awake by a laughing Annabeth. “Wake up, Perce. You’ve got drool running down your cheek.”


 


“Wha—no I don’t!” he defended, frantically wiping at his cheeks.


 


“Sure.” she rolled his eyes. “It’s cute, trust me.” 


 


He blushed, dismounting the horse. “How far are we from the campground?”


 


“About ten miles. You were asleep for a while, and I thought we could watch the sunset then ride back.”


 


“Sounds great,” he grinned, sitting down in the sand. She leaned her head on his shoulder, and he found his arm wrapping around her waist. 


 


They sat comfortably for nearly ten minutes before Percy’s phone began to ring.


 


“It’s my mom…I might be a minute,” he explained.


 


“That’s fine, take your time.” Annabeth shot her goddamn dazzling smile at him. 


 


He answered the call, turning out to be a facetime call.


 


Percy waved through the camera. “Hey, Momma!” 


 


“Hey, Percy. Are you having a good time on your trip?” she asked.


 


He glanced over at Annabeth. “Yeah, I am. We are on Assateague Island right now. Grover is sleeping, but Annabeth is here!” he tilted the camera towards her, smiling.


 


“Hey, Sally.” Annabeth greeted.


 


“Annabeth! Are the boys treating you okay? They aren’t being too annoying?”


 


“No, not at all. We are all having a great time.”


 


“Good, good. Now, make sure you three stop by and tell us all about your adventures when you get back; we all know Percy can’t remember them all through the phone.” Sally chuckled.


 


“Hey!” Percy scoffed, feigning offense. 


 


“Sorry, Percy.” 


 


***


 


It wasn’t until well after the sun went down that they returned the horse and returned to the cabin. As they slipped into the bedroom, Percy kicked off his shoes and switched on the desk lamp.


 


There were two beds, but Grover was sprawled out across one, taking up all comfortable space. He turned to Annabeth helplessly. “You up for sharing again?” he asked in a light tone.


 


She shrugged, yawning and stretching out her arms. “Sure,” Annabeth turned to him, grinning. “Besides, you make such a great little spoon.” she winked, picking up a pair of shorts and a tank top out of her suitcase and going to the bathroom to change.


 


He stood there, in the middle of the dim room, gaping at her through the door. 


 


“I can be a good big spoon too, thanks.” He rolled his eyes.  


 


The bathroom door cracked open, revealing Annabeth in nothing but booty shorts and a sports bra. Percy gulped at her smirking frame.


 


“Let’s see, then.” She sat on the bed, grinning up at him innocently.


 


“You’re sure?” he asked, sitting next to her cautiously. 


 


“Wait, no. Put on some pajamas first; I’m not sleeping with you if you wear jeans to bed.” She pushed him away, laughing as she did so. It was a shock that Grover hadn’t woken up yet. 


 


“Fine, jeez,” He ignored the phrasing she’d used, not allowing his mind to wander.


 


After changing into loose shorts and a Queen tee-shirt, he lay down next to his friend. “Better?” Percy asked, smiling at her.


 


“Much,” she shut the light off, curling into his side. “I’m really glad I met you and Grover.”


 


“I’m glad we met you too,” he brushed Annabeth’s hair out of her eyes gently. “I’m gonna miss you when this is all over.”


 


“I live in New York City, same as you. Couldn’t we find time to see each other?” she whispered, her eyes shining in the dark as she gazed up at him.


 


“Let’s hope,”


 


***


 


“Damn, you two really enjoy cuddling,” Grover said, grinning at the sleeping pair.


 


“Hm?” Annabeth grunted, sitting up, hair standing on end. She wiped he cheek, feeling drool smear across her skin. “You drooled on me, asshole.”


 


“What?” Percy’s eyes shot open as he frantically wiped at imaginary drool.


 


“My god,” Grover shook his head at his friends. “It’s almost eleven, we need to go swim in the ocean.”


 


“Shit, we slept for a while then.” Percy attempted to smooth down his hair.


 


Annabeth smirked at him, “You’re right, you do make a good big spoon too.”


 


Percy sighed, flipping up the duvet. He swung his legs off the bed, flopping back on Annabeth’s lab. “I don’t want to get up.”


 


“We are going swimming though,” Grover pleaded, fully ready to get on his knees if it meant that they would stop flirting in bed.


 


“I’m up!” Percy ran to claim the bathroom, leaving a smirking Annabeth and Grover behind.


 


***


 


Percy and Grover sat at the edge of the waves, waiting for Annabeth to return from the drink bar.


 


“What do you think of Annabeth?” Grover asked, glancing over at his best friend.


 


Percy shrugged, smiling softly, “She’s an amazing person, I’m having a lot of fun with her around.” 


 


“I mean…romantically.” Grover pressed, eyes shimmering with mischief.


 


“You know I don’t do relationships like that, Grover.” Percy sighed.


“Not everybody is like Gabe, Perce.” Grover placed a hand on his shoulder.


 


“I know Annabeth isn’t like that…but…I can’t help being scared.”


 


Grover looked up at the clear blue sky, shaking his head. “You and her are as blind as a fucking mole.”


 


“Hey! Not all moles are blind.”Percy defended himself.


 


“I’m talking about the extra blind moles, dude.” 


 


“You suck,” Percy nudged his friend.


 


“Why can’t you just admit your feelings? I saw you when I woke up this morning, and the morning before last. You looked more at ease than you have in years.”


 


He sighed. “I’ll think about it, but I probably won’t act on it if I do have feelings.”


 


“Act on what?”Annabeth asked, sitting next to Grover, handing them each a beer.


 


“I’m thinking about quitting my job and finding one in a better area of Brooklyn.” Percy covered up their earlier conversation, using a truth from a previous thought.


 


“What do you do?” She asked, cocking her head to the side.


 


“I work as a middle school health teacher, but I want to switch to a school in a bit of a nicer area that works specifically with special needs kids. Kids with autism, severe anxiety disorders, things like that.” Percy explained, smiling at her gleefully.


 


“That sounds like a great position for you,” she said, sipping at her beer.


 


“He’s been trying to get that job for ages, but they keep telling him to come back for another interview. I guess they really need to make sure that the person they hire can work with the kids and make them feel comfortable, you know?” Grover turned to Annabeth.


 


“I get that, yeah.” She nodded. They stared out at the waves lapping against their feet. Three pairs of feet, all as different as could be, but still cared for each other deeply.


 


***


 


A week later, Grover stood in the middle of the room, trying to decipher what he was hearing on the phone. “Yeah…I’ll be there soon…Booking tickets right now.” Grover paced the floor of the shabby motel, hands shaking. “Everything will be fine, Juni. It’s just a minor surgery—less than two hours. You’ll do great, and I’ll be there when you wake up.” He paused, fear raking his body in sharp, violent waves. “I love you too, bye.” He hung up the call, tossing his phone to the bed.


 


“Juniper is getting her spleen removed, I need to go back to be with her,” he explained.


 


Percy bit his lip, nodding. Juniper was strong; she’d get through it, healing twice as fast with Grover by her side. “Alright. When does your flight leave?”


 


“About an hour,” 


 


“Then let’s get going. Can’t leave your girlfriend waiting now, can we?” Annabeth grinned, trying to ease Grover’s worries. 


 


“Right, of course.”


 


***


 


“Tell Juniper to take care, man.” Percy gave Grover a tight hug just before the security check. 


 


“I will, I will,” he sighed, releasing Percy from the hug. “I’ll tell her all about this, too.”  he glanced over at Annabeth, grinning happily.


 


“Oh, wait!” Annabeth took Grover’s phone from his hands, unlocking it and typing her phone number into the contact form.


 


“How’d you unlock it?” He asked, flabbergasted.


 


“You’re predictable, dude.” She snapped a goofy selfie before handing the phone back to her friend. “I put my phone number in there. You better not ghost me,” she warned, feigning a threatening attitude.


 


“I wouldn’t dream of it,” he pulled Annabeth into a quick hug, patting her back. “By the way, Perce? Get over yourself.”


 


“What do you mean? I’m very over myself, thank you very much.” Percy placed his hands on his hips, cocking his head to the side. 


 


“Your lifetime goal? It’s not working. Loosen up.” He winked, turning into the line for the metal detector before Percy could recover.


 


“That motherfucker,” Percy muttered, turning back to Annabeth.


 


“Lifetime goal isn’t working? The hell does that mean?” she wondered.


 


“After I saw the way my mom’s relationships went, I decided that I wasn’t going to settle down with anybody, stay a bachelor for life. Paul’s a great guy and I think he’s great for my mom, I’m just scared of getting hurt the way she did.” Percy explained. After his father’s abandonment and Gabe’s abuse, he felt like he could never be too careful with his relationships. What he felt when he was around Annabeth? That was unexplored territory. Sure, he’d had his fair share of one-night stands through the years, but all had been no strings attached, a one(maybe two) time thing. 


 


Annabeth made him want to break all his rules.


 


“Understandable,” she nodded slowly. Her eyes gazed into his, grey and green clashing. They stayed like this for a moment, inches away from each other, unable to look away. “Anyway,” she cleared her throat, breaking the trance. “Does this mean I get to sit in the front seat now?”


 


“Duh,” Percy chuckled, glad for the subject change.


 


***


 


As they drove back to the motel, Percy found himself looking over at Annabeth too much to be healthy(or safe, considering he was driving down the highway at just over seventy-five. He watched as she fiddled with the hem of her flannel, watched as she picked up his phone, put in the password she’d seen him use, and opened the Spotify app. 


 


“What kind of music do you feel like today?” Annabeth asked.


 


“How’s Fall Out Boy sound to you?” he glanced over at her briefly, looking for her reaction.


 


“Great,” she frowned, swiped away a few of Percy’s notifications, and put on a playlist titled Best of Fall Out Boy .


 


“What’s the frown for?” Percy asked, concern returning to him.


 


“Nothing, just Twitter notifications.” she rolled her eyes, a smile gracing her lips. He chuckled lightly, shaking his head.


 


“Who got canceled this time?” he asked.


 


“Some comedian who made fun of another guy’s wife at an awards show…he deserved to get canceled if you ask me.”


 


“Who even does that at an awards show of all places?” Percy exclaimed as Annabeth set his phone down. 


 


“Mhm,” she looked out the window at the dark landscape rushing by.


 


Percy’s grip on the steering wheel loosened a bit. “I don’t think that’s what has you staring out the window like you are a Disney Channel main character, though.” 


 


She whipped her head around to face him, eyes wide. “I do not look like a fucking Disney Channel kid!”


 


“You totally did, Beth.” he teased, poking her shoulder.


 


Annabeth hesitated, sighing. “Okay, maybe a little. But I didn’t call you out on your deep brooding.”


 


Percy spluttered, now his turn to be surprised. “I was not brooding, thank you very much.”


 


“Tell that to the car in front of us you were glaring at. I could feel the broody-ness rolling off you in waves.” 


 


To be fair, he had been brooding a little bit. “Maybe I was brooding, but only if you looked like a Disney kid.”


 


“Right or left?” she asked.


 


“Er—is this a test?” 


 


“Right or left?” she asked once more, zero humor in her voice.


 


“Right?”


 


She pulled her right hand from her lap and stuck her middle finger in his face. Her blue nail polish was chipped away in many places due to her constant picking at it.


 


“Okay, okay.” Percy laughed as he pulled off the highway and into the lot of the nearby motel. “Is there anything you want to do before we turn in for the night?” he asked as he stepped out of the van.


 


Annabeth bit her lip, scanning the nearly-empty lot. They were in Florida, now near the coastline. The scent of salt and sand wafted through the night air, ruffling her hair. Percy watched as she checked the time on her watch, smiling faintly.


 


“Can we go down to the beach?” she picked at her polish nervously.


 


“Sure! Any particular place?” Percy asked, opening the door to get back in.


 


“Actually, can I drive? There’s this place about twenty minutes from here that I used to go to as a kid; it’s always gorgeous at night.”


 


“Of course.” he held the door open for her as she got into the driver’s seat.


 


As they buckled their seats and took off down the road, Percy watched as Annabeth tapped her fingers on the wheel, softly singing along with the songs playing over the radio. Her curls blew around her face due to the wind rushing through the open window, filling the van with a salty breeze. He smiled at her, hoping he was being discreet. As it turned out, he wasn’t, because she smiled back.


 


“What was that for?” she asked, not taking her eyes off the road. The ocean came into view, glistening under the glow of the moon.


 


“You look happy, that’s all,” he said. Throughout this twenty-minute period, he’d felt that unfamiliar feeling come back in, stronger than ever—as if it were begging to be paid attention to.


 


“I am happy.” she smiled wide, her teeth practically sparkling. She turned off the highway, driving over a bridge with a huge welcome sign on it. “Ever been to St. George Beach?” 


 


Percy’s smile widened. “No, but I hear that it’s a great place to visit this time of year.”


 


She nodded. A small strip of  sandy beach came into view, and she pulled over and turned the engine off. “Welcome to one of my favorite places in the States.” Annabeth gazed wistfully at the vast ocean in front of us.


 


“Then what do you say?” Percy asked, unbuckling my seatbelt. “You can’t bring me to a beach and expect me to not get in the water.”


 


Annabeth chuckled and ran after him as he raced down to the beach, both losing their shoes sometime along the way. 


 


“Wait,” she stopped a few feet away from the water’s edge, biting her lip.


 


“‘Sup?” Percy asked, already knee deep.


 


“Do we take our clothes off or do we stay modest?”


 


He shrugged, contemplating both options. On one hand, he didn’t want to be soaked and cold the whole way back. On the other hand…he didn’t know if he could control himself. “Whatever you are comfortable with, I don’t mind.” he decided to let her choose(his mom would be proud).


 


“You know what?” Annabeth reached for the hem of her shirt, a wicked grin playing at her lips. “I’m feeling risky.”




“Skinny dipping it is,” he winked, yanking his shirt over his head. The summer air felt good on his skin, washing over him like he was already in the water.


 


“Damn,” Percy heard her mutter from behind.


 


“What’s that?” he asked, trying to keep his laugh to himself.


 


“You are ripped , dude.”


 


“I’m a swimmer,” Percy shrugged, took off his pants, and dove into the water. He didn’t look back until he heard Annabeth crop up beside him. He turned to look at her, his soft smile returning. Her hair was up in a loose bun, eyes glistening. 


 


The full moon hung above them, seeming larger than life.


 


“Hey,” he nudged Annabeth’s bare shoulder. “It’s a full moon. Think we’ll be like the Mako Mermaids and grow a tail?”


 


She snorted, face in her hands, shaking her head. “If we’re lucky. I wouldn’t count on it, though.”


 


He pouted, drawing water designs on her shoulder. “It would be fun, though. We could control different forms of water. We could have a fucking reality tv show on the life of two mermaids.”


 


“Is this what you fantasize about at night? Becoming a mermaid?” Annabeth turned towards him so she was fully facing him.


 


“Dammit, you caught me.” He rolled his eyes.


 


“What do you really think about, though? Late at night, when you can’t sleep and your mind is running wild?” She moved a little closer. They were hardly six inches apart now; he could feel her warm breath on his neck, contrasting the coolness of the air.


 


“Sometimes I think about the past,” he admitted in a low voice. “Other times, the future.”


 


“What do you see in your future?”


 


Percy locked eyes with Annabeth, grey clashing with green. “I see myself back in New York, a nicer apartment in Manhattan, close to my mom so I can visit her often. A fish and a cat named Janice and Bob respectively. A two, maybe three bedroom apartment. A spare room for my sister, maybe room for another person. I’m not sure about a partner yet; I’m on the fence with this one person.” he was afraid that he’d overstepped by including the last part. It appeared that she understood, because she lifted her chin a little higher.


 


“On the fence, huh?” she asked, biting her lip once more (she was going to bite right through if she kept it up).


 


“Yeah…I kinda like her, but I don’t know if she feels the same.” Percy felt her hand brush his, he watched her shiver slightly as she pulled her hand away.


 


“How could she not? You’re quite the gentleman.” A look of want grew in her eyes.


 


“Really?” he whispered, inching closer. She did the same and…they met somewhere in the middle. Annabeth’s lips were soft against his own, her breasts pushed up against his chest. He let out a soft sigh, feeling all his pent-up emotion run wild.


 


Percy’s hand found the small of her back, pulling her in closer (if that were possible). It felt as if they were frozen in time, nothing mattering but this very moment. A few smaller kisses were exchanged, before he finally pulled away, a small smile on his lips. He felt as if she were now imprinted into him; like she’d left her mark and he’d always be reminded of her.


 


“She definitely likes you back,” Annabeth whispered, snaking her arms around his waist to hold him tight. 


 


Not knowing how to respond with words, he kissed her lips, much softer than before. 


 


“This is so much better than my original vacation plan.” Annabeth muttered, breathless.


 


“Yeah?” Percy trailed his hands around her bare hips.


 


She looked up at him through her eyelashes, “Kiss me again.”


 


Happily, Percy obliged. Annabeth pressed herself closer, reminding him that they were naked in the ocean. A deep moan found its way out of his throat, surprising himself. Like he told himself before…Annabeth made him feel different. He wanted something with her; something more than friends, or just a casual affair. He wanted to be with Annabeth. 


 


She tugged at his wet locks, and it turned him on (a lot) more than he’d like to admit. 


 


“I want you , Percy.”






***


 


Percy felt like he was high as Annabeth pushed him up against the door of their motel room. He grunted in surprise, making her press harder. He kissed along her neck, down to her collar bone. He nipped lightly, earning a tiny gasp. Her t-shirt had been thrown on quickly before they rushed back to the hotel room, unable to contain themselves. 


 


He flipped them around, hoisting her up so her long, muscular legs were wrapped around his torso. Annabeth squealed, surprised. Percy could feel her center through her(soaked) underwear and even his shirt. He danced his fingers along the insides of her thighs. She buried her head in his shoulder, biting to keep from crying out.


 


“We…” she panted, already more turned on than should be allowed. “We probably shouldn't fuck against the door—or the wall.”


 


“And why’s that?”Percy whispered huskily. 


 


“They might complain to the manager and get us kicked out,” Annabeth gasped as he touched her through her soaked panties.


 


“What if I want them to hear how much you’re enjoying yourself?” Percy continued looking her in the eye as he slowly dragged his fingers across her, practically daring her to keep talking.


 


“We’d… fuck , we’d get kicked out.”


 


“Then we could make due in the back of the van,” he grinned, laying her down on the motel bed she’d claimed only a few hours prior. “But I suppose taking you apart slowly in bed would be much easier to enjoy.”


 


***


 


The sex was far too sweet to only be comprised of their mutual horniness. Percy knew for a fact that he’d been harboring feelings for at least a week and a half prior to this, but he had no idea that Annabeth felt similarly until just tonight.


 


Percy sat up, ignoring the tangled sheets between them.


 


“What’s wrong?” Annabeth asked softly, following him with her eyes as he pulled on a pair of boxers and shorts.


 


“I’m cold,” he confessed, sitting back down and running his fingers through her golden curls.


 


Annabeth held her arms open,“I can warm you up.” 


 


“I bet you can, however that would lead to more sex and you look like you are about to fall asleep, Beth.” Percy smiled softly at her, brushing the hair from her eyes.


 


“I suppose so,” she pouted. “But hey, now we only need to get motel rooms with one bed.”


 


He kissed her nose lightly. “Saving money is always a perk.”


 


Annabeth scoffed, looking up at him. “Says the guy who spent eighty dollars on trashy space food!”


 


“And I do not regret it—not one bit.”


 


“You threw up afterward.” she rolled her eyes at him, grinning despite it all.


 


“I did, but it was worth it goddamnit.”


 


Annabeth didn’t respond, curling into his side. He couldn’t help but think about how foreign this felt. Sure, he’s had his fair share of hookups. Never—not once—had they been anything more than that.


 


Until now.


 


Annabeth had come into his life(or rather, he shoved into her’s) and turned his world view upside down. Never before had Percy stayed and cuddled with someone he slept with. And never had he harbored feelings for them beyond physical attraction.


 


Once he was sure she was asleep, he got out of bed and padded to the bathroom. He threw on a t-shirt(because he really was cold), locked the door, and called Grover. 


 


After a few rings, his best friend picked up. “Hey, Perce. What’s up at four in the morning ?”


 


“Shit, I didn’t realize it was so early. I haven’t slept a lot, sorry.” He apologized. “How’s Juniper?”


 


“It’s fine, and she’s doing well. The surgery was about two hours ago, and she is now spleenless and much healthier.” Grover chuckled. “But that can’t be the only reason you are calling me so early.”


 


Percy coughed nervously. “Well…um…” he took a deep breath. “Annabeth and I slept together,” he squeaked.


 


“Yeah, you have been for the past few— oh !”


 


“Yeah…”


 


“Damn, that didn’t take as long as I thought it would. Juniper and I were betting on between three and five days, but the first night? Wow.” Grover rambled, laughing between his words.


 


“We went to the beach then went swimming but it was skinny dipping because we didn’t want to be wet the whole way back, but then stuff happened and…yeah.” He shrugged, forgetting that Grover couldn’t see him.


 


“Are you going to ask her out?”


 


Percy inhaled sharply. “I…maybe. I don’t really know what to do.”


 


“Think on it, Perce,” Grover directed him. “I need to go, have fun in Florida!”


 


“Alright, bye,” Percy hung up, chuckling as he padded back to the bed where Annabeth lay, sound asleep.


 


Shoving his emotions aside, he flopped next to her in bed and nodded off to sleep.


 


***


 


“We are in the area…we’ve got to go to Disney for at least a little while!” Percy begged, fully prepared to get on his knees.


 


“You can’t just go to Disney for a few hours; you spend the day there or you don’t go at all.” Annabeth crossed her arms. “Besides, it’s packed this time of year. There is kid pee and piles of puke everywhere.”


 


Percy had to admit, that scared him a little. But he’d only even been once, and his mickey ears didn’t fit anymore. “Please?” he asked again.


 


“No,”


 


He sighed, shaking his head. “I didn’t think it would come to this but…” he got on his knees, ignoring the gravel scraping at his skin. He put his hands together, looking up at her. “Please, Annabeth? I’ll do anything you ask me to for the rest of the day. The rest of the week, even!” 


 


Annabeth’s eyes widened, her arms dropping to her sides. Clearly, she hadn’t expected him to go as far as beg on his knees.


 


“Besides,” he lowered his voice. “Don’t you like the idea of me obeying your every command?” Percy smirked as she turned even redder.


 


“Fine,” she huffed, pulling him to his feet by the neckline of his shirt. “But you better listen.”


 


***


 


“If you puke on me…” Annabeth warned, glaring at Percy.


 


He turned to face her, grinning. “I won’t if you don’t, Beth.”


 


The line for Space Mountain was endless, but they’d gotten there early enough that they were towards the front. Percy tapped his foot nervously, having second thoughts about the ride (What if he threw up on Annabeth? What if he passed out? What if she passed out?).


 


“You okay?” she asked, placing her hand on his bicep. 


 


“Yeah,” he nodded, gulping as they moved forward in line.


 


“You’re sure? You are looking pretty pale.” Annabeth  glanced up at him, biting her lip.


 


“Really? I feel great !” Percy’s breathing picked up.


 


“We don’t have to go on this one—we can go on Splash Mountain if you prefer that,” she suggested.


 


“Yeah…that sounds great,” Percy followed Annabeth as she tugged him out of line and to the bathrooms.


 


“Sit,” she ordered. He sat, following up on his promise to listen. Annabeth pulled a bottle of water out of her backpack, handing it to him. He gratefully accepted and drank thirstily.


 


“Thanks,” he leaned his head on her shoulder, laughing lightly.


 


“No problem,” she kissed his forehead. “I’ll do anything to prevent you puking in my lap.”


 


“You’re amazing, you know that, right?” 


 


“Maybe,” Annabeth smiled.


 


After his stomach had calmed down, they stood up from the bench. 


 


“Hey, I have a question,” Percy said as they walked towards Splash Mountain.


 


“Shoot,” Annabeth sipped at her iced tea.


 


“What are we? Like…we are obviously friends, but then we slept together and now we are being super domestic.” he voiced his worries, unsure of where they stood with each other.


 


“If you are asking if we can have sex tonight, then yes. I don’t really know where we stand, either. To me, it seems like friends with benefits, but the strings have gotten very tangled.” she sighed. “Do you get what I’m saying?”


 


Percy chuckled, “I see what you mean.” 


 


***


 


It took almost half an hour to get to the ride, between Percy stopping at many souvenir shops to pick up trinkets for friends and family(mostly Annabeth, though), and Annabeth explaining the history of the park.


 


“First space food, then the hotel, now all this?” Annabeth gestured to the small bag of souvenirs Percy had bought her. “You really don’t have to,” she took the back from him as he held it out to her.


 


“Considering you have put up with Grover and I for nearly two weeks now, I think I do.” he toyed with one of her braids.


 


“But now I only have to put up with you, so I should be allowed to pay for things.”


 


Percy grinned at her. “That’s worse, Beth.” 


 


Annabeth crossed her arms, frustrated. “I’ll beg.”


 


“Save it,” he took his phone from his pocket as it began ringing, predictably his mom.


 


Percy answered excitedly, pulling Annabeth into a secluded corner so they could have a semi-private conversation. “Hey, momma!” 


 


“Percy!” A young girl, Estelle, exclaimed.


 


“Stella, what a surprise,” he chuckled, glancing at Annabeth. She smiled, leaning her head on his shoulder. “How are you?”


 


“Good! I lost a tooth an’ I wanted to tell you.” The young girl paused for air. “Can we do the face thing? I wanna show you.”


 


“Of course,” Percy switched the call over to FaceTime, grinning as his sister’s face filled the screen.


 


“Hi—who are you? MOMMA!” Estelle shrieked, afraid of the blonde woman next to her brother.


 


“What is it, baby?” Percy’s mother sat next to Estelle, a soft smile lining her lips. “You must be Annabeth!” 


 


“That’s me,” she blushed, looking away.


 


“Nothing to be afraid of, Stella.” 


 


She looked through the screen, suspicious. “Is she your girlfriend ?”


 


“Oh, um…” the two looked at each other, trying to form words.


 


“I’m  a female friend, if that’s why you mean.” Annabeth covered for Percy.


 


“Yeah, but do you…like…kiss and stuff ?”


 


“Now what do you mean by stuff, ma’am?” Percy teased.


 


“Ya know, cuddling? My friends say lots of couples cuddle.”


 


“Sure,” Percy rolled his eyes, laughing. Mrs Jackson gave them a knowing look, her smile wide .


 


Estelle turned her attention to Annabeth. “If you are dating, then be nice to him. He’s never had a girlfriend I think! At least, I don’t think the ladies at his apartment count,” she shrugged.


 


Percy’s eyes were wide, his mouth open like a fish. “Your teeth?” He reminded her.


 


“Right. The tooth fairy came, but I think it's really Paul. Don't tell him though, it will hurt his feelings.”


 


Annabeth snorted, moving away from the camera.


 


“Oh, Stella! We are at Disney, do you want anything?”


 


“Mickey ears and a keychain for my backpack!” She grinned, showing off the gap between her teeth.


 


“Estelle,” Mrs Jackson warned.


 


“Please,” the young girl sighed.


 


“Alright,” Percy chuckled. “Anything else?”


 


“Churros?”


 


“If I could find a way to make churros last two weeks in a van, I would.” Percy said.


 


“Bye, Honey.” Mrs Jackson sighed. “Be responsible, we love you.”


 


He hung up the phone and turned to Annabeth, who was smirking at him.


 


“Ladies at your apartment, huh?” She chided.


 


“Remember how I told you I didn't date for the first twenty six years of my life?”


 


“Mhm,”


 


“Well sometimes I'd have people over.”


 


“Don't worry, I'm just teasing,” she winked. “I've had my fair share of hook-ups too.”


 


Percy stood from the bench, holding his hands out to Annabeth. “We have Mickey ears to get.”


 


***


 


“Don't even,” Annabeth slapped Percy’s wandering hand away.


 


Percy grinned into her shoulder. “You liked it,”


 


“That's why you need to stop,” she squirmed in her seat. 


 


As he pulled away, he felt a tap on his back. He turned, brushing his hair from his eyes. A woman with curly red hair and a face full of freckles grinned at him.


 


“Can I help you?”


 


“It's me, Rachel?”


 


“Not ringing a bell.”


 


“Hoover Dam?”


 


Percy's eyes widened. “Oh shit, I didn't recognize you, I'm really sorry.”


 


Annabeth turned around in her seat, facing the diner booth behind them. “You look familiar,” she narrowed her eyes.


 


“I lead a lot of peaceful protests, that might be where you know me from,” she smiled kindly. “Are you two together?”


 


Percy and Annabeth glanced at each other. “Sort of,” they shrugged.


 


“Oh, alright. Well, we should all get drinks later. How long are you around?”


 


“We leave tomorrow morning,” he answered.


 


“I’ll see you two tonight, then,” she threw a card with her number on our table before walking out of the diner.


 


Annabeth frowned,“She seemed…happy.”


 


“She’s like that,” Percy sighed, leaning against her shoulder. “A few years ago I met her at the Hoover Dam and we spent about a week-and-a-half together before I left.”


 


Her frown deepened. “You mean like what we’re doing now?”


 


He took Annabeth’s hands in his own, holding them close. “Not even close, Beth.”


 


***


 


They sat in the back of his van, legs tangled as they played footsie. 


 


“What do I need to know about Rachel so I don’t embarrass myself?” Annabeth asked as she toyed with the collar of Percy’s grey button up.


 


“We weren’t together or anything, at least I don’t think so.” he bit his lip(a habit he’d picked up from the girl next to him).


 


“What do you mean ‘you don’t think so?’”


 


“Well—I was pretty oblivious back then,” Annabeth snorted. Percy shushed her playfully. “I thought that we were just friends, I had absolutely no feelings for her, then on the last day she kissed me on a bridge and I freaked out and left.”


 


“That’s a very ‘you’ thing to do,” Annabeth smiled up at him.


 


“And what does that mean?”


 


“You are a romantic wreck.”


 


“I—you’re not wrong. Listen, my point is you have nothing to worry about. The stuff with Rachel happened years ago. I’m surprised she doesn’t hate me.”


 


“The address she gave you is probably a back alley where she will murder you and burry the body.” Annabeth teased, tickling his side.


 


“Eek!” He shrieked, curving out of the way of her attack.


 


“Come on, time to show up to a bar in a minivan.”


 


***


 


“So, what brings you to Florida?” Percy asked his red-headed friend casually.


 


“I’m working with some friends on a pro-choice movement. I got arrested last week.” she shrugged as if it were some insignificant detail. “What about you?”


 


Percy and Annabeth looked at the woman, eyes wide. “What do you mean you got arrested last week?”


 


“My dad got me out—well, his money did.” she winked.


 


“Oh, the woes of having money,” Annabeth rolled her eyes.


 


“I don’t mean it like that at all, I’m sorry if that’s what it sounded like. All I mean is that it’s not my money, and he doesn’t support what I’m doing, so I don’t feel bad using it. If it goes to a good cause, then who cares?” Rachel explained, hardly digging herself out of her hole. 


 


“Complain to me about money when you start making your own, Rachel.” Percy pursed his lips.


 


She turned away, distracted. A buff Asian woman had brushed past her shoulder, pulling her attention. “Damn,” she muttered under her breath.


 


“She’s kind of hot, definitely lesbian.” Annabeth commented. 


 


“Tell me about it. I’m going to go talk to her, I’ll be back soon.” She practically fell out of her chair in her dash to get to the woman.


 


“How are you doing?” Annabeth asked, resting her hand on his thigh.


 


“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” he asked skeptically.


 


“You seemed tense on the topic of money, that’s all. Just making sure you aren’t about to flip the table.”


 


“Oh—yeah, I’m okay.” Percy shifted in his seat. “I didn’t have a lot growing up, you know? It’s just annoying when people—not just her—talk like throwing around money like that is a burden.”


 


“Like with the space food?” Annabeth grinned, attempting to lighten the mood.


 


“Oh my—enough with the space food,” he laughed, attempting to hide his blush. “That was savings I’d set aside specifically for an occasion like this to splurge…which is different.”


 


“I understand what you mean,” Annabeth pressed a quick kiss to his lips. “I can’t say I wasn’t well off as a kid, but those few months I spent on the run were hard, so I get what you are saying.”


 


“I still think that running away was a very badass move.” he grinned.


 


“I don’t think you can call a seven-year-old badass.”


 


“Maybe you can’t, but I can.” he winked, glancing back to where Rachel had wandered off. She was lip-locked with the buff asian lady, and they were backing towards the handicap bathrooms.


 


“They are going to fuck in the bathroom.”


 


“Good for them?” Annabeth’s eyebrows scrunched. “You know, we’ve got time, I could help you relax a bit?” she glanced up at him, almost seductively.


 


Percy chuckled softly. “You deserve much more than a hasty bathroom-fuck.”


 


“Mm, what if I want to though?” she moved closer, hardly sitting on her chair anymore.


 


“I suppose I could bring you to the edge right here, just with words,” Percy let his eyes rake her body. She wore a pleated beige skirt paired with a navy blue cropped tee. “Leave you here in this chair, begging for more. But…you’d have to be patient and wait for the motel. It’s rather indecent to fuck in public like this.” He didn’t miss the way she squirmed, rubbing her thighs together. “Don’t get too excited, Beth.” he ran his finger tips, feather-light, over her jaw. 


 


“Ass,” she muttered through grit teeth.


 


“You asked for it, Beth.” he closed the last few inches between them and kissed her roughly. She choked out a gasp, eyes fluttering shut. 


 


“Please,” she asked quietly.


 


Percy looked up as the door to the handicap bathroom clicked open, Rachel and the woman emerging. “Ah, looks like our time is up,” he winked as the two women sat across from them, Annabeth glaring.


 


“Percy, Annabeth, this is Gale. Gale, Percy and Annabeth.” She introduced everyone, breathless.


 


“Nice to meet you, Gale.” Percy smiled knowingly. Annabeth gave a curt nod. 


 


“Are you alright, Annabeth?” Rachel asked, glancing over, concerned.


 


“I’m fine, thanks.” he slipped his arm around her torso, allowing his hand access to her waistband. He toyed with it, forcing her to keep a straight face.


 


“So, Gale,” Percy began casually. “Are you from the area?”


 


Gale smiled brightly in contrast to her butch-seeming apearance. “No, just on vacation. The beaches are gorgeous.”


 


“Us too,” Rachel nodded, smiling. He slipped his index finger under her waistband, running his fingers along her hips.


 


“Oh? Let me guess,” she glanced at me. “New York.”


 


“My accent isn’t that heavy,” Percy sighed, mocking annoyance. 


 


“It is,” Annabeth said smugly. He let his fingers wander lower, her smugness faded.


 


“You’re harder,” Gale turned her attention to Annabeth. “Not super defined, but definitely a bit of a southern touch.”


 


Annabeth smiled. “Virginia.”


 


Gale winked in Percy’s direction, confusing him. “You make a cute couple.”


 


They blushed, and he pulled his hand away. They chatted aimlessly for nearly an hour before Annabeth tapped Percy’s shoulder. “I’m going to run to the bathroom, I’ll be back in a few minutes.”


 


“Alright,” He  pressed a kiss to her cheek before she got up and left.


 


“You like her a lot, don’t you?” Rachel smiled softly.


 


He was taken aback, surprising himself with his answer. “I—yeah, I do.”


 


“Don’t run away from her.”


 


“Shut up, I really am sorry about that.” Percy was about ready to grovel at her feet.


 


“I take it you two have history?” Gale inquired.


 


“A bit,” he groaned, resting his head on the slightly sticky table.


 


“Perce?” Annabeth sat hurriedly, speaking urgently.


 


“Beth?” He raised an eyebrow.


 


“I think I just ran into him.”


 


“Who’s ‘him’?”


 


“Gabe,” she whispered, hardly a breath. 


 


Percy stiffened, looking up through his mop of hair. “Fuck, I see him.” he cleared his throat, pulling out his card. “It was great meeting up with you two, but we should be going.”


 


“Don’t worry about the tab, I’ll take care of it.” Rachel waved them off. “See ya!” she said loudly, gaining the attention of many people, including the one whom they didn’t want to notice.


 


“Yeah…see ya.” He took Annabeth’s hand, and they both practically sprinted out of the bar. Just as they reached the door, a loud shout rang out behind them.


 


Perfect turned slowly, eyes shut. When he opened them, a gruff man who smelled strongly of smoke stood, fuming. “Hey, look. The kid who sent me to jail.” Gabe sneered. “This must be your whore…lovely one you’ve gotten. I didn’t expect any less.”


 


“What do you want, Gabe?” Percy quivered under the gaze of the ruiner of his childhood abuser.


 


“You are coming with me, boy. Bring the whore with you.” Gabe sneered down at them.


 


“No,” Annabeth tightened her grip on Percy’s hand. 


 


“What just came out of your pretty mouth, Babygirl?”


 


Annabeth grit her teeth. “I said no , fuck-face. Something wrong with that?”


 


Gabe took a long drag of his cigarette, not looking at them. All at once, he sprung at Percy, pinning his ex-stepson against the wall, ripping Annabeth away. “Think your whore can defy me, huh, boy? You'd both be smart to shut your mouths and come with me.”


 


Percy refused to give in, to look the putrid man in the eye. “Please let me go,” he begged, hardly more than a whisper.


 


Gabe brought the hand that wasn’t holding Percy in place down across his face. “Sounds to me that you’ve forgotten a thing or two about listening, boy.” 


 


From the corner of his eye, he saw Annabeth, a murderous look crossing her face. “You know what? We will go with you. Better take it outside, though.” Her voice was so sweet it could choke you, worlds different from the usual rasp she carried.


 


Gabe dropped Percy from the wall, his attention snapping to Annabeth. “Outside, you say?”


 


She nodded boldly. “Better go rally up your…friends,” she winked seductively.


 


Gabe let out a holler, and a couple people gathered around him. One man he knew was Eddie, the old landlord of his childhood apartment. The rest, he figured, were bums picked up off the side of the highway. Percy inched his way toward Annabeth, wondering why noone in the bar had called the police yet. 


 


“Well aren’t you a cutie?” A woman, who looked to be about thirty-five with platinum-blonde hair, giggled. “Don’t worry, my boys take good care of us ladies.”


 


“Do they?” Annabeth asked, playing dumb. 


 


While Annabeth and the woman spoke, Percy tried desperately to get Rachel's attention. The redhead was staring at Annabeth, unsure of what to do.


 


Finally, after an exceptionally loud cough, Rachel glanced over at him. 9-1-1 , he mouthed. She nodded, taking out her phone and pulling Gale into a dark hallway.


 


Percy swallowed nervously as he noticed Gabe getting closer to Annabeth every few words.


 


The faint Blair of sirens caught Gabe's attention, causing him to change his course once more to Percy.


 


“Where are those cops going, boy?” He asked gruffly. 


 


“I'm not sure,” he lied.


 


“Really?” He turned back to his group of psychos. “You hear that? He ain't sure!”


 


“It's the truth,” Percy held his chin high, a small amount of confidence returning.


 


“Surely you remember our conversation…what do you address me as?”


 


“Sir,” the word came out almost automatically.


 


“Now, I'll ask you again. Do you know where those cops are traveling?”


 


“No, sir.” Another blatant lie.


 


Gabe's sneer returned. “Tell me the truth, or your whore won't be with you much longer.”


 


Percy's gaze snapped upwards, anger searing within his body. “Do what you want with me, but don't you dare lay a finger on Anna.” 


 


Annabeth knew he was deadly serious; he hadn’t used her birth name in weeks, opting for the nickname they both preferred.


 


“Whatchya gonna do ‘bout it, hon?” The platinum-haired lady asked.


 


“I’ll—” he was cut off by Rachel, coming to their rescue. She called out, “Hey, mouthbreather !” before throwing a travel-sized plastic blue hairbrush at Gabe’s fat head.


 


Not a moment later, the police burst through the door of the bar, holding up their guns. 


 


“Everybody on the ground!” shouted a lanky man with dusty blond hair. He was accompanied by a muscular black man, as well as a woman with straight brown hair.


 


Annabeth dove into Percy’s arms, shaking. They sank down against the wall as Percy watched the abuser from his childhood be arrested for the second time. The rest of his gang was also arrested to be brought in for questioning. The woman knelt down so she was at eye-level with Annabeth and Percy. 


 


“Can I please have your names?” she asked.


 


“Anna Chase,” Annabeth answered. 


 


He saw the NYPD  emblem on the woman’s uniform and sighed deeply. “Percy Jackson.”


 


“Oh, damn,” her eyebrows went up into her forehead. “Jake, come here.”


 


The dusty-haired man came over, helping the two of them up. “What’s up, Amy?”


 


“This is that Percy Jackson kid, back from New York. Didn’t you already arrest that guy back there?”


 


“Yeah, he was let out of prison a few years back,” Jake glanced down at his watch. “What’s that got to do with this kid?”


 


“He was Percy’s ex-step-father.” Annabeth answered for me. Percy shot her a grateful look, not ready to speak after being shaken so badly.


 


“Right, I remember you,” Jake frowned. “I’m really sorry about that, man. Can I get you and your friend a ride or anything?”


 


“We’re all set, thanks, though.” Percy murmured. 


 


Jake nodded, grinning awkwardly. “Alright. Well, have a good night, you two. Stay safe.”


 


“You too,” Annabeth called. As soon as the police had cleared out and the clamor had returned to the bar, Annabeth pulled Percy into a tight, comforting hug.


 


“I can’t be here anymore,” he said brokenly.


 


“I’ll say goodbye to Rachel and Gale, stay here.” She kissed his forehead gently, leaving him by the wall. He watched as Annabeth and Rachel exchanged a quick hug, exchanging numbers and promising to keep in touch.


 


“Ready to leave?” she asked. Percy nodded, tossing her the keys wordlessly. “It’s not your fault, you know.” 


 


“I know,” Percy said, emotionless.


 


“And I’m here for you if you need to talk about it.”


 


“I know.”


 


***


 


Percy lay next to Annabeth, studying the textured ceiling of the motel. The glow of the moon cast soft light around the room, shadows lurking throughout the area. He wanted to call his mom, to tell her what happened.


 


The time on the clock read 3:28, so waking his mom up wasn't an option. 


 


Pulling himself out of bed, he stepped into a pair of pants and stared out the window. The dark lot was empty for all but his van and the beat up pickup of another person. He didn't want to go outside, fearful of waking Annabeth with the slamming of the door.


 


“What are you doing?” Annabeth asked, her voice thick with sleep.


 


Percy turned around, making his way back to bed. “I couldn't sleep.”


 


She hummed in reply, holding her arms open for him. He snuggled in tight, taking deep breaths in an attempt to calm down.


 


Annabeth stroked his locks gently, soothing his racing thoughts. “Want to talk about it?” She asked.


 


Percy shrugged. “Just…bad memories resurfacing.”


 


“Gabe?”


 


“Yeah.”


 


He pressed a soft kiss to Annabeth's lips, finding great comfort in the gesture. “Tomorrow we are heading back north.”


 


“What states are we passing through?”


 


“Up through Alabama, Tennessee, Kentucky, and Indiana to get to the Great Lakes, then along the Canadian Border to Maine and down the coast back to New York.” Percy explained, snuggling closer.


 


“We should stop in Nashville,” Annabeth suggested, yawning.


 


“Totally,” he muttered, eyes fluttering shut. “Night, Beth.”


 


“Good night, Percy.”


 


***


 


Percy woke up after Annabeth, who was currently roaming the motel room half naked. He grinned, sitting up and letting the sheets fall to his waist.


 


“Morning,” Annabeth grinned, leaning against the wardrobe. 


 


“Did you sleep well?” He asked, standing up and pulling her close against him.


 


“Well enough,” she shrugged. “You?”


 


“Ditto.” Percy nuzzled Annabeth's neck, the smell of her freshly washed hair comforting him.


 


She allowed him to breathe and ground himself, knowing very well that neither of them had slept as well as they'd like the other to believe.


 


“We're leaving for Alabama today?” Annabeth asked after a few moments.


 


“Yeah. Sucks that there aren’t any beaches, though.”


 


“It won't be so bad,” Annabeth rubbed her palm against Percy's thigh, laughing freely.


 


“Anywhere special you want to stop on the way back North?”


 


“I should probably visit my brothers—they aren't bad kids, I've just been staying away because of Dad and his wife.”


 


Percy nodded, frowning. “Are you sure you will be okay back in your hometown?”


 


“I'll be fine,” she smiled, however Percy could tell that it didn't quite reach her eyes.


 


Percy nodded reluctantly as he pulled himself away from Annabeth. “Be careful.”


 


***


 


Virginia was nice this time of year. Despite already being in this town on the way down the coast, he wanted Annabeth to get to see her family again if she wished. So they ended up in a small hole-in-the-wall diner with cozy booths and friendly servers.


 


“Look who’s back.” Familiar(unpleasant) voices rang through the air, taunting the pair who’d just walked into the diner. “Where’d the third guy go? Did he see your small tits and get scared off?”


 


Percy looked up from his phone, eyes dark. Lounging in a booth not too far from where Percy stood with Annabeth, Kerk the jerk sat.


 


“Fuck off, Kerk. It’s been years. Get over it.” Annabeth said without looking away from the menu she’d presumably read hundreds of times before.


 


“Or maybe it was your—” he stopped at the glare Percy sent his way, eyes dark and menacing. 


 


“She asked you to stop.” Percy said slowly, diverting from his usual New York pace of speech. “I’d advise you to do so.”


 


Regaining his composure, Kerk sat up a little straighter than before. “Who said you could talk to me like that?”


 


“The first amendment,” he turned away, glancing at Annabeth. She had tears rimming her eyes. “Do you want to go?” He asked, voice low. She nodded as the tears spilled down her cheeks. Placing his hand on the small of her back, he led her out of the diner, ignoring Kerk’s crude, awful comments on Annabeth.


 


“What a misogynistic ass,” Percy muttered as he knelt in front of Annabeth, who sat hard on the sidewalk.


 


“Every time I come back, this happens, Percy.” She said angrily, too riled up to cry. “I used to be friends with everyone here, you know. They loved me. What the hell did I do to them?”


 


“Everyone currently residing in this damn town is a whiny, jealous little bitch. They will never accomplish what you have, Beth.”


 


“Oh yeah? What did I do? I moved to New York to live in a shitty apartment and work in a shitty office to live up to their shitty expectations.”


 


Percy pressed soft kisses to Annabeth's temple. “That's just it. You got out, they didn't. You were brave when they couldn't be, and they can't get it through their thick skulls that you are so brave and kind and drop-dead gorgeous.”


 


She sniffed heavily, leaning into Percy's hold. “I wasn't brave, Percy. I ran away like a fucking coward. More times than I can count I've run away from my life. Hell, I'm running from two things at once right now!” 


 


“What is it gonna take for you to believe me?” He asked quietly, pressing soft kisses to her shoulder. “What is it going to take for you to stop running?”


 


“More than this,” Annabeth sighed, wringing her hands together. “Look, I'm sorry I freaked out. But I did mean what I said about running away. I have been doing it my entire life. When do I know to stop?”


 


Percy looked at Annabeth, and he smiled sadly. In front of him sat a talented and courageous young woman, however she had yet to see it.


 


“Only you can know for certain,” he shrugged, standing and holding his hand out for her.


 


She took it.


 


***


 


“Don’t talk to me right now.” Annabeth said angrily as she slouched in the hard chair of the mechanic’s waiting room.


 


“Come on, Beth. How is it my fault that we got a flat tire in the middle of traffic?” Percy sighed heavily as he sat across from her.


 


She glared at him, grey eyes icy as she mulled in her own frustrations. “It isn’t your fault, I’m just pissed at the mechanic who is going to take five fucking days to replace a goddamn tire.”


 


“It’s not his fault, you know that.” Percy crossed his arms. “Supply chains are shit right now. Besides, Louisville is a nice city, it’s not like we’re in the middle of bumfuck nowhere. We’re lucky it’s only five days.”


 


“Percy?”


“Yeah?”


 


“Shut up.”


 


Percy frowned, turning to the small tv attached to the wall. It played a grainy rerun of The Great Outdoors. Five days was a pretty long time to be stuck in one place on a time limit. They had to be back in New York by next week, so the next few days would be almost entirely driving.






Back at the motel, having taken an uber, Annabeth turned to Percy, an apologetic look spread across her features. “I’m sorry for snapping at you earlier, Perce.” She swallowed hard, picking at her nails and letting some of the chipped off polish fall to the floor. 


 


He smiled affectionately, taking her hand and smoothing his fingers over the chipped polish and chewed at nails endearingly. “I know.”


 


***


 


“How much longer to the city?” Percy asked from his place in the passenger seat.


 


“Two hours, like I said ten minutes ago.” Annabeth groaned despite the smile gracing her lips.


 


Percy flipped through his camera roll, taking a moment to remember the earlier parts of the trip. “It's gonna be great to see Grover again. He got the flu right after he brought Juniper home from the hospital, so he hasn't been doing too well.”


 


“Damn, that sucks,” she frowned.


 


They sat in silence for a few moments, watching the highway signs as they got closer to New York City. Closer to home.


 


“When we go back to our daily lives, are we still gonna be friends? Or—whatever this is?” Annabeth asked as she skipped too many songs for Percy's liking.


 


“It'll be different, for sure, but I think that if we've lasted this long without killing each other, what can't we do?”


 


“Trust me, I've come close.” Annabeth practically cackled.


 


Percy crossed his arms and attempted to conceal his smile. “Rude.” Annabeth smiled cheekily. “By the way, Mom wants to have us over for dinner tonight before we go our separate ways. She says that we need a ‘good home cooked meal’ before we go back to fast food and ramen.”


 


“I appreciate her accuracy in my lifestyle. It sounds fun.”


 


“I don't want to pressure you into anything, Beth.” Percy looked up from the photos cautiously.


 


“I'm serious. Your mom is amazing, I am flattered that she wants us over.” Annabeth smiled gently to assure Percy.


 


***


 


Sally Jackson's hugs were like being enveloped in pure joy and love. There were many things she couldn't do, but making you feel better was not one of them 


 


“You two must be exhausted. Here, let me get you some tea.” Sally exclaimed as they stepped in the cozy townhouse.


 


“Thank you, Momma.” Percy grinned, taking off his shoes and placing them on the rack. Annabeth repeated his motions.


 


Sally ushered the two young adults to the living room and sat them on the couch before handing them each a steaming cup of tea. “So,” she leaned forward just slightly. “Paul and Estelle will be home in half an hour. Tell me all about it.”


 


Out of the corner of his eye, Percy saw a heavy blush spread across her cheeks. “It was eventful, that’s for sure.” He grinned, bringing his mug to his lips.


 


“We didn’t do much on the way back because of our extended stay in Kentucky,” Annabeth rolled her eyes.


 


Sally raised her eyebrow at her son, “What happened in Kentucky?”


 


“It wasn’t even a big deal! We got a flat tire in the middle of Louisville traffic and caused a huge traffic jam and had to stay for a few days, that’s all.”


 


“That is a pretty big deal, honey.” Sally sighed heavily. “Why don’t you start from the beginning?”


 


The two young adults exchanged turns telling the story, leaving out a few of the mutually embarrassing parts but emphasising on the better parts of the story. They left Percy's ex-stepfather out of the story all-together.


 


The slam of the front door put a stop to their tale, right around just after Grover left.


 


“Percy!” A young girl of about seven or eight rushed to her brother, curly brown hair flying behind her.


 


“Hey there, Stella.” Percy enveloped his sister in a tight hug, holding her tight. 


 


“How was your trip? Is that Annabeth? Is she your girlfriend ?” Estelle spouted a number of questions in quick succession. 


 


“Hold your horses, Stella.” Percy laughed softly. “The trip was great. Yes, this is Annabeth.”


 


“You didn’t answer the last question, bubs.” The young girl narrowed her eyes as her father stepped into the living room. “Percy, are you hiding something in your mind?”


 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about, kid.” Percy rolled his eyes as he set his sister back on the floor. “Estelle, this is my friend, Annabeth. Annabeth, Estelle.”


 


“Great to finally meet you, Miss Estelle. I’ve heard a lot about you.” Annabeth winked and shook Estelle’s hand, making the girl giggle.


 


Paul stepped out to get started on dinner after waving hello to Percy and Annabeth and kissing his wife on the cheek.


 


Sally turned back to the pair of adults on the couch, smirking. “So, what happened after Grover left?”


 


“Er—there were quite a few things that we did. We went swimming in the ocean at night, then we headed back to the hotel. I remember that I didn’t sleep very well that night; it must have been the neighbors. They got a few noise complaints for all the laughter.” Percy swallowed hard, looking down at his feet.


 


“You are sure that’s all that happened?” Sally asked, eyebrows raised.


 


“We did run into one of Percy’s old… friends .” Annabeth grinned.


 


“Not super important though, really.” Percy shook his head quickly.


 


“Did this friend happen to be a certain Miss Rachel Dare?” Sally asked, amused.


 


“...yes.” Percy grumbled, slouching in his chair.


 


She laughed heartily, leaning back. “Poor honey,” she shook her head as Annabeth laughed along with her.


 


***


 


“I hate you, you know that?” Percy said as he stepped out of his parent’s townhouse with Annabeth in tow. 


 


“No, I had no idea.” Annabeth grinned, unable to contain it.


 


“You are mean . Down right cruel. I’m surprised I didn’t die of embarrassment right there. You basically told my mom that we’d been sleeping together.”


 


“She totally already knew, though.”


 


“True, but that’s an even better reason for you to not have alluded to it!” Percy exclaimed as he opened the passenger side door for Annabeth before sliding into the driver’s side.


 


“Oh well,” Annabeth shrugged, leaning across the console and kissing Percy softly. “Want to sleep at my place tonight, since it’s so late? It’s just a few blocks away.”


 


Percy froze, and Annabeth pulled away.


 


Percy had slept over at many women—and men’s apartments before. But never had it been someone he’d been so close to. Never had it been someone he was nearly certain that he was falling in love with.


 


Then he remembered what Grover had said at the airport in Florida, just a few moments before he’d left.


 


“That lifetime goal of yours? It’s not working out. Loosen up.”


 


Inspired by his best friend’s words, he looked Annabeth in the eyes and nodded. 


 


“Okay.”
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It started out fine. 


 


At eighteen, Rachel Elizabeth Dare was the best girlfriend he was going to get. Soon he proposed, and next thing he knew, they were twenty, married, and their daughter was weeks from being brought into the world.


 


Percy loved Rachel. He would trudge through a blizzard for her, just to get her the specific craving of the day. And yet, the entire time, there would be a nagging in the back of his head. 


 


Rachel isn’t her .


 


She’s never coming back, you don’t even know where she is.


 


You still love her.


 


Their daughter was born, and she instantly became the light of Percy’s world. He couldn’t tear his eyes from his daughter’s. From Annie’s eyes. Percy had suggested the name on a whim one night in bed as the couple stared up at the dark ceiling. Rachel had fallen in love, and now his child was named after his ex-lover. Not only his ex-lover, but his lost best friend. His childhood. Some of the best memories of his were with her, he wanted to pass that onto his daughter. She would have a good childhood, no matter what.


 


One night almost five years later, while Rachel was going through the basement of the couple’s house, she found an old milk crate full of folders labeled ‘do not open’. Curious, she did the natural thing one does when told not to open something and opened it. Inside were hundreds of pages of scribbled down lyrics, pages of sheet music inserted upside down and sideways. Coffee stains crinkled the paper, ink streams trailing down the pages. Behind the folders were CDs labeled Her .


 


Rachel smiled to herself, thinking the songs were about her. She knew her husband had dated other people before her, but it didn’t make sense for him to keep things that would remind him of them. He never talked about exes, so they couldn’t have been so monumental. 


 


Rachel lugged an old CD player to where she sat and plugged it into the wall, brushing off the dust and inserting the first disc, labeled Before .


 


Beth talks to me, I laugh 'cause it's just so funny


But I can't even see anyone when she's with me


She says she's so in love, she's finally got it right


I wonder if she knows she's all I think about at night


 


Rachel frowned as she listened to the song. Maybe Beth was a cover-name for her? Only…Percy and Rachel hadn’t known each other well before they got together. They were hardly friends before. She moved on to the next disc, labeled Lover .


 


I like shiny things, but I'd marry you with paper rings


Uh huh, that's right


Darling, you're the one I want, and


I hate accidents except when we went from friends to this


Uh huh, that's right


Darling, you're the one I want


In paper rings, in picture frames, in dirty dreams


Oh, you're the one I want


 


This confirmed Rachel’s suspicions. Unless these songs weren’t about anyone, then there was someone Percy had to be keeping from her. Discouraged, she put the last disc in the CD player, labeled Recovery .


 


And I hope I never lose you, hope it never ends


I'd never walk Cornelia Street again


That's the kind of heartbreak time could never mend


I'd never walk Cornelia Street again


 


Frustrated, Rachel unplugged the CD player, brushing her bangs away from her eyes. She didn’t want to believe that her husband would keep this from her. Maybe he just forgot about the music? He tended to do that a lot… ‘out of sight, out of mind’, he reminded her often. But…the coffee stains on the paper…they smelled fresh. The scent wasn't old and musty like the rest of the basement’s contents. 


 


There was something that Percy wasn’t telling his wife. That something appeared one day in late March in the form of a tall blonde woman.
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